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ADVERTISEMENT TO THE PRESENT EDITION 



New Eviition of the " Spirit op the Nation** has been 
long caUed for. It 4iad got eo completely out of pnnt ^h&t 
the Publisher, after long inquiry, only obtained a «opy acd^ 
dentally at an auction of books. Meantime its reputation nas 
been steadily rising, not only at home, but in England and 
America; Francis J^ey and Miss Mitford in England, and 
Longfellow in America, have wiitten and spoken of some of 
Hie poems with enthusiasm; and a new demand for them 
has grown up in both countties. 

The present edition is not a mere reprint of the two parts 
published in 1843. With all that is worth preserving in 
them, it unites the additional poems in the expensive quarto 
published in 1846 under the title of " Songs and Ballads by 
the Writers of The Nation." 

'Welijnqton-quat, Dubun, 
February, 1854. 



PREFACE TO THE EDITION OF 1S46 



It is hardly necessary to tell our Iriah readers that the 
Ballads and Songs collected here, were originally publifjhed 
from week to week, in The Nation newspaper, from its es- 
tablishment in October, 1842, np to the beginning of 1845. 

In March, 1843, we printed a little sixpenny boolc, con- 
taining the poems which had appeared in our paper up to 
^t date. In 1844 a second part appeared. 

The success of the work was marvellous. 

It was seized on by Ireland^s friends as the first bud of a 
new season, when manhood, union, and nationality would r&- 
jilace submission, hatred, and provincialism. It was paraded 
hy our foes as the most alarming sign of the decision and 
confidence of the national party, and accordbgly they 
arraigned it in the press, in the meeting, in parliament, an«?., 
finally, put it on its trial with O'Coimell in 1844. 

Its circulation was proportionate. 

It went through several editions here, was extracted into 
all the periodicals in Britain, and, passing to America, was 
reprinted by a dozen publishers. It is to be found every- 
where, from the English admirars cabin to the Irish peasant* a 
— from Dublin to Boston, to Sydney, and to Calcutta. 

^et that little book was coarsely printed, was full of tyiH>* 

^jd errors, and contamed some immistakeable nibbeBli 

\ which is here offered to Ireland contains thrice <ic 



V 

tneny poems, is almost free from eixon of the proSB, and^i 
iMUitifiili/ printed. 

Music is the first faculfcy of the Irish, and scarcely any- 
thing has such power for good over them. The use of this 
faculty ^ud this power, publicly and constantly, to keep up 
(heir spirits, refine their tastes, warm their courage, increase 
&eir union, and renew their zeal, is the duty of every patriot. 
We are now putting in their reach a number of new and 
noble songs. WiU not the temperance bands learn to pla^^ 
these airs, and the yoimg men, ay, and the young women, <& 
the temperance societies learn to sing our songs, and chon^ 
them till village and valley ring? If they do, we care not 
into how many or how few of the drawing-rooms of England 
or America this book of ours will reach. It will have done 
iiis -work, and entered into the heart of Ireland, for gooa an^ 
for ever. 

27ATION 0.cincE, jyOuasR'fkTsss^ 
Ut J anuary, 1»^ 



PREFACE Ta THE FIRST PlRT. 18^5. 



Wj£ offer this little volume — the materials of which have 
been takea from The Nation newspaper — confidently to the 
people 01 Ireland ; as the sole object of its publication is their 
benefit. It was only projected after there were frequent de- 
mands for some such collection, which will acquit the authors 
of vanity ; as its price will fully absolve the publisher from 
any desire of gain in the transaction. A book that neither 
contemplates praise nor profit is a genuine novelty, and will, 
we expect, receive the " Cabde millb Failthe" which a 
stranger does not ask from oiur countrymen in vain. 

We commend it especially to the Repeal Reading-rooms 
and Teetotal Societies. Such of the songs as go to popular 
airs ought to be constantly practised by those bodies. They | 

will find very profitable and pleasant singing for the millions 
among them. The other pieces may be read or recited at 
public dinners and soirees with equal advantage. The Eng- 
lish minister who planned the Union had also a great respect 
for the influence of songs ou a people. It will be a pleasant 
test of his wisdom to knock one of his nuts against the other \ 

and 8e« which of them will crack first 

It may be observed, that we have spelled some Irish wordr 
that occur in this volume somewhat difierently from the usaax 

'hod; tliat usual method being whatever way Englisb 



wfilflM tbOQ^ fit to> Bpell tbem for ua. We have oonsuUcd 
Um bast Irish sclieUrs, and adi^ied theur orthography, which 
we tnat wiU become general. We would be ashamed to 
mitpell Latin, Engliahy French, or any oth« foreign language, 
Bnd, in the name of common sense, why not our own ? It ia 
quite as comical a blonder to write '^ Fadoh a Baixagil** 

18 " PARliET-VOO." 

We believe there is nothing further to say, but to wish our 
finends a keen relish for the £ire we set before them. 

NATMor Office,' T!Ri3sn.TY*vnswtf Duaua, 
May, 184S. 



PREFACE TO THE SECOND PART. 184& 



When we ventured, within a few months after Tlis NATten 
was started^ to reprint the Poetry of it, we did an unprece- 
dented tMng, and one said to be of doubtful prudence. The 
Newspaper, to be sure, had succeeded, bet it seemed a trial 
ruinous to these verses and injurious to the paper to expoee 
Its weekly nrisceiUanies to the test of permanent critSdain 
* They are light cavalry,** said a friend ; " they have charged 
famously for once, yonll fiad them jaded hacks when wheeled 
agabi into IkML*" We tmsled them and published. 



Vffl PSKFlGB* 

Yet fbeir mcceoi baa sarprlMd us. We hardly hoped that 
their popularity could extend beyond our own class and 
country. But the Tory has praised them more than the 
Liberal, the anti-Repealer as much as the Nationalist, while 
their success in foreign countries has at least equalled tiieir 
success here. Mr. O'Conneix thought the ballads "very. 
good," Mr. Shaw "most able," Mr. Butt "inspired.** 
The Irish press thought them excellent for Ireland, but the 
Jfominff Post said they were " superior to amifthing they had 
supposed to exist at present ; the Leeds Times thought them 
"great achievements," and the Tablet called them "the 
mu^c of the battle-fidd." To ascend higher, the Dublin Se- 
view says, they are "vigorous and bold," "fitted to grasp 
the nation;" the Quarter^ found in them "great beauty of 
language and imagery," and fVxuer declared that though the;' 
are "mischievous" it "dare not condemn them, they-^s« ao 
full of beauty. 

The First Pait of the Shrit of the Nation nas gone 
through two editions here ; has been bought by men of all 
creeds and kinds, from the peasantry to the peerage, the sol- 
dier and, policeman to the Quartermaster-General, from Tom 
MooBB to Thresham Greoo. 

The Americian papers regularly reprint our verses week by 
week, and a large edition of the Spibit of the Nation has 
been issued in New York, and sold throughout the United 
States and Canada. 

Our little book of rhymes has been circulated enough and 
praised enough, then, fully to justify the novel course we took 
in reprinting them, and the authors may be content with 
their fame. 

This register of what occurred as to the first part is our 
justificatiou for printing a second. Whether the praise wo 
have got or shall get be deserved or not, sure we are that 
whoever gives the people of Ireland a lyric literature racy of 
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the floil^ reflecting- !ts scenery and manners, blended witlt its 
history and panting nvith its hopes, will maishal them to in- 
dependence in an array which prosecations cannot en<^mitei 
nor armies overthrow. National lyrics to be perfect shoold 
be linked with music, that the people*s heart knows and beats 
to. This union we hope to see effected, but whether oai 
verses are worthy of such an alliance time alone can kll 
We shall say nothing more. 

STATUXN QFFICB, TlUNITY-STaBIBT, DnjuuN^ 
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SPIRIT OF THE MTIOIf. 



S-AG AN BEALACH.* 

[To make the general tone, and some of the allosions in this song in- 
telligible, we should, perhaps, mention that it was written in October, 
1S43, when the hope and spirits of the people were low ; and published 
in the third number of the Nation, as the Charter-Song of the contri- 
butors. It was supposed to be lirst sung, as it actually was, at one of 
theii* weekly suppera.] 

BY CH3. aAVAN DUFFY, M. P 
I. 

^* Hope no more for Fatherland, 

All its ranks are thinned or broken ;" 
Long a base and coward band 

Recreant words like these have spoken, 

Bat WE preach a land awoken ; 
Fatherland is true and tried 

As your fears are &lse and hollow : 
Slaves and Dastards stand aside — 

Knaves and Traitors, FAG AN BEALACH I 

*FAa AF B^ALACB, "Clear the road;" or, as it is vulgarly 
•pelt, Fauigh a BaOagh^ was the cry with which the clans of Connangb t 
and Mnnster used in faction fights to come throngh a fair with high 
hearts and smashing shillelahs. The regiments raised *n the South 
and West took their old shout with them to the Continent. Tlie 
87th, or Royal Irish Fusileers, from their use of it, went generally by 
the name of '* The Faugh a Ballagh Boys." " Nothing,*' says Napier, 
his HUtwy qf the Peninsular War^'' nothing so startled the 
Qh. aoldtry as the -irild yell with which the Irish Regimen-' 
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n. 

Know, ye suffering brethren ours, 

Might is strong, but Bight is strosget ; 

Saxon wiles or Saxon powers 
Can enshure oar land no longer 
Than your own dissensions wrong her : 

Be ye one in might and mind — 

Quit thB mire where oravens wallow — 

And yonr foes shall flee like wind 

From your fearless FAG AN BEALACEt 

III. 
Thus the mighty muUitude 

Speak in accents hoarse with sorrow — 
** We are fallen, but imsubdued ; 

" Show us whence we Hope may borrow, 

" And we'Jl fight yon: fi^t io-morrow. 
" Be but cautious, true, and brave, 

" Where ye lead us we will foUov ; 
" Hill and valley, rock and wave, 

" Soon shall hear our FAG AN BEALAC3 P 

TV. 

Fling our banner to the wind, 

Studded o'er with names cf gloiy ; 
Worth and wit, and might, and mind, 

Poet young, and Patriot hoary 

Long shall make it shine in story. 
Close your ranka — ^the moment's come- 

NOW, ye men of Ireland follow ; 
Friends of Freedom, diarge them home — 

Foes of Freedom, FAG ANBEALACSI* 

■^rung to the charge ;" and never was that haughty and intolenink 

Hit raised in hattle, hut a charge, swift- as thoaght and futal ae 

A, came with it, like a rushing incamatio'i of f^O^Jir^J?ilJ&ilC^/ 



TBK 8PIBIT OF THS NAXEOST. it 

LAMENT FOR THE DEATH OF EOGHAN 
EUADH O'NEILL. 

COMMONLY CAIiLED OWEN-BOE 0*NEIL. 

[This strikii^; and draniatic ballad was the^rst written by Thomas 
I>avis. Bef6re the publication of the first number of the MuHon, Davlsi 
]>illon, and Duffy agreed to attempt political ballads, on which they 
had great reliance for raising the spirit of the counlay ; to their next 
meeting Davis brought the "Lament of Owen Boe," and " tho Men of 
Tipperary.'.;] 

BY THQ M A Jg JOAVIS. 

Time— 14Mi Nov., 1649. Scene— Ormond's Camp, County Waterford. 
Speakers— 4 Veteran . of Owen 0*Keiirs clan, and ona of the 
horsemen, just arrived witb'«n acooo&t of his deaOi. 

I. 

" Did they dare, did .they dare, to slay Owen Roe O'Neil ?** 
Yes, they slew with poison him, they feared to meet witfc 

*teeL' 
!&Iay God wither up their heaj;t8 ! *Hay their blood cease 
to flow! 
May they walk in living death, who poisoned Owen lioe I 

u. 
Though it break my heart to hear, say again the bitter words. ^ 
*From Derry, against Cromwell, he marched to measure 

swords ; 
But the weapon of the Saxon met him on his way* 
Aad he died at Cloc Uactair, upon Saint Leonard's Day.' 

TO. 

* Wail, wail ye for The Mighty One ! TTail, wail ye for tlie 

Dead; 
Qoeach the hearth, and hold the breath — with a Jies strew 

the head. 
How tenderly we loved him I How deeply we deplore I 
Holy Sftviour ! but to think we ahaU never see hun more. 
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Tsr. 

Sagest in the council was he, kindest in the hall, 
Sore we never won a battle — ^'twas Owen won them alL 
Had he lived — had he lived — our dear country had been free 5 
But he's dead, but he's dead and 'tis slaves weTl ever be. 

V. 

O'Farrell and Clanrickarde, Preston and Red Hugh, 
Audley and MacMahon — je are valiant, wise, and true ; 
But — what, what are ye all to our darling who is gone ? 
The Rudder of our Ship was he, our Castle's comer stone ! 

VI. 

Wail, wail him through the Island! Weep, weep for oui 

pride ! 
Would that on the battle-field our gallant chief had died ! 
Weep thfli Victor of Beinn Burb — ^weep him, young men and 

old; 
Weep for him, ye women — ^your Beautiful lies cold ! 

vn. 
We thought you would not die— we.were sure you would not 

go, 
And leave, us in our utmost need to Cromwell s cruel blow — 
Sheep without a shepherd, when the snow shuts out the sky^ 
Oh I why did you leave us, Owen^ Why did you die ? * 

VIII. 

Soft as woman's was your voice, O'Neil! bright was your eye, 
Oh I why did you leave us, Owen ? why did you die ? 
Your troubles are all over, you're at rest witli God on high ; 
But we're slaves, and we're orphans, Owen I — ^why did you 
die?" 



THK SPIRIT OF THE NATtOlT. It 



O'CONNELL. 



1 lAw him. at the hour of prayV, when morning's earliest dawn 

Was breaking o'er the mountain tops — o'er grassy dell and 
lawn; 

When the parting shades of night had fled — when moon and 
stars were gone, 

Before a high and gorgeous shrine, the chieftain kneel'd alone. 

His hands were clasped upon his breast, his eye was raised 
above — 

I heard those full and solemn tones in words of faith and love : 

He pray'd that those who wrong'd him might for ever be for- 
given; 

Oh ! "who would say such prayers as these are not received in 
heaven ? 



T saw him next amid the best and noblest of our isle- 
There was the same majestic form, the same heart-kindling 

smile! 
But grief was on that princely brow — for others still hemouru'd. 
He gazed upon poor fettered slaves, and his heart within hiin 

burned: 
And he vowed before the captive's God to break the captive** 

chain — 
To bmd the broken heart, and set the bondsman free agidn ; 
And fit he -was our chief to be in triumph or in need, 
WIio new VTong'd his deadliest foe in thought, or "fford, of 

deed I 
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in. 
I saw him when the light of eye had faded from the West-« 
Beside t^e hearth that old man sat, hy infant forms caressed ; 
One hand was gently laid upon his grandchild's dusteriug hair, 
The other, raised to heaven, ir.oked a blessing and a pray'r ! 
And woman's lips were heard to breathe a high and glorioua 

strain— 
Those songs of old that haunt us still, and ever will remain 
Withbi the heart like treasured gems, that brings from memory's 

cell 
Thoughts of our youthful days, and friends that we havclof«d 

so well ! 

IV. 

I saw tliat eagle glance asjain — the brow was marked with 

care. 
Though rich and regal are the robes the Nation's chief doth 

wear ;* 
And many an eye now quailed with shame, and many a cheek 

now glow'd, 
As. he paid them back with words of love for evei^' curse be- 

Btow'd. 
I thought of his unceasing care, his never-end^g zeal ; 
I heard the watchword burst firom all — the gatherin^r C^or— « 



And as bis eyes were raised to heaven — from whence his npJ^ 

sion came — 
Be ttood amid the thousands there a monarch save in name / 

ASTREA, 

* Written during bis Haynra?^^ 



THE 8PI»IT OF TBS H:^TIOiV« tt 

TJBir NATION'S FIEST KtHBEB. 

I BY CX4AB£arCE UANGAir. 

*Ti8 a great day, and glorious, O Public! for yon— 
Thia October Fifteenth, Eighteen Forty and T^vq I 
For on this day of days, lo 1 The Natiqw cane forUi, 
To commence its career of Wit, Wisdom, and Worth -^ 
To give Genius its due — to do battle "vdth wrong -» 
And achieve things undreamed of as yet, save in song, 
llien arise i fimg a^de your dark mantle of slumber, 
And welcome in chorus Thb Natioi^'s First Number. 

II. 
Here we are, thxmks to Heaven, in an epoch when Mhid 
Is unfettering our captives, and couching our blind ; 
And the Press, with its thunders keeps marring the mirth 
Of those tyrants and bigots that curse our fiur earth. 
Be it ours to stand forth and contend in the van 
Of truth's legions for freedom, that birthright of man 
Shaking off the dull cobwebs that else might encmnbcr 
Our weapon — ^the pen — in Tns Nation's First Nvmbkr. 

m. 

We annoiinee a New Era —be this our fii-st ne^?s-< 
When the serf-grinding Landlords e^.iill shake in their dhoor 
While the ark of a bloodless yet mighty Keform 
Shall emerge from the flood of the Popular Sturm ! 
Well we Icnow how the lickspittle panders to Povtr 
Feel and fear the approach of that dcath-dcaUug hourj 
But we toss these aside — such vile vagabond lumber 
Aie but just worth a groan from The Nation's FiiiST 



JO THE SPIRIT OF THK NATION 

ir. 
ThoTigh we take not for motto, Nul rCa de Vesprtt 
(As they once did in Paris) hors noa hons amis^ 
We may boast that for first-rate endowments our band 
Form a phalanx unmatched in — or out} of — ^the land. 
Poets, Patriots, Linguists, with reading like Parr'^— - 
Critics keener than sabres — ^Wits brighter than stajsj 
And Reasoners as cool as the coolest cucumber 
Form the host that shine out in The Nation's Fibst Number. 

V. 

We shall sketch living manners — and men — in a style 
That will scarcely be sneezed at, we guess, for a wh&e; 
Build up stories as fiist as of yore Mother Bunch, 
And for Fun of all twists take the shine out of ^* Pungs;* 
Thus our Wisdom and Quizdom will finely agree, 
Very much, Public dear, we conceive as you see 
i)o the lights and the shades that illume and adumber 
Each beautiful page in Thb Nation's Fibst Number. 

VI. 

A word more: — ^To Old Ireland our first love is given* 
Sdll our friendship hath arms for all lands under Heaven. 
We are Irish — ^we vaunt it — all o'er and all out ; 
Hut we wish not that England shall " sneak up the spout !*• 
Then, Public! here, there, and elsewhere through the wjrld. 
AVheresoe'er Truth's and Liberty's flags are unftixl'd, 
iVoQi the Suir to the Rhine, from the Boyne to the Humber 
iiM6Q one shout of applause for The Natipn's Fibst Number. 
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DEAR LAND. 

I. 

When comes the day, all hearts to wogh. 

If staimch they be, or vile, 
Shall we forget the sacred debt 

We owe our mother isle? 
My native heath is brown beneath, 

My native waters blue ; 
But crimson red o*er both shall spread, 
Ere I am false to you, 

Dear land.» 
Ere I am false to you. 
D. 
Wlien I behold your mountains bold — 

Your noble lakes and streams— 
A mingled tide of grief and pride 

Within my bosom teems. 
I tliuik of all your long dark thrall — 

Your martyrs brave and true; 
And dash apart the tears that start — 
We must not weep for you, 

Dear laud— 
We must not \Yeep for you. 
HI. 
y.y grandijire died, his home besidr; 

i'licy seized and hanged him there, 
i jLs only crime, in evil time, 

V'jur hallowed green to wear. 
^\vr« && the main his brothers twain 

W^re sent to pine and ine; 
A:id still tliey tum*d with hearts that bnm*<l 
In hopeless love to you, 

Dear land* 
In hopeless love to you. 
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IV. 

My boyish ear still clung to hear 
Of Erin's pride of yore, 

Ere Norman foot had dared pollute. 
Her independent shore j 

Of chiefs, long dead, who rose to head 
Some gallant patriot few 

Till all my aim on earth became 
To strike one blow for you, 

Dear land- 
To strike one blow for you. 



What path is best your rights to wrj-st 

Let other heads divine ; , 
By work or word, with roice or sword, 

To follow them be mine. 
The breast that zeal and hatred steel, 

No terrors can subdue.; 
If death should come that martyrdom 

"Were sweet endured for you, 

Dear land — 

Were sweet endured for you. 

SUIB CUILINN 



SONlSnET. 



BT X. K. SHANNON, TRANSLATOR OP DANTB, AUTHOR OF 
" TALKS OLD AND NEW." 

In fiur, delightful Cyprui^ by the Mam, 
Alofty, royal seat, Love's dwelling stands ; 
Thither I went, and gave into his han ~ 
n humble scroU, hia demency to gain, 
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Sire, said the 'writing, Thyrsis, who in pain 

Has served thee hitherto, this boon demands.- 
His freedom — neither should his suit be vain, 

After six lustres* service in thy bands. 
He took the scroll, and seemed to pore thereon ; 

But he was blind, and could not read the case. 
Seeming to feel his grievous want full sore-^ 
Wherefore, with stem and frowning air, anon, 

He said, and flung my writing in my face — 
Give it to DEATH — ^we two will talk it o'er. 



ERm^OUH OWN LITTLE ISLEL 
AtB — 7K« Caravai Jiff 

I. 
Oh! Lishmenl never forget^ 

Tis t^ foreigner^ 9 farm — ^your own little isle ; 
Oh! Irishmen I when will you get 

Some lift in your hearts for your poor litde isle? 
Yes ! yes I — ^we've a deAr little spot of it ! 
Oh 1 yes ! — a sweet little Isle ! 
Yes 1 yes !— if Irishihfeh thoughtof it*! 
*Twould be a dear little, sweet little isle I 

n. 
Then, come en and rise, evl:^ itiiin of yon^« 

Now is the time for a Mfar to be made j 
IIo I Pat ! who made sncSl il iSmb of yoil ? 
Life to your soul, boy, and strength to your blade ! 
Yes ! yes ! — a dear little spot of it I 
Oh ! yes 1 — a sweet little isle ! 

Yes ! yes ! if Irishmen thought of it, 

Erin once more is wr own little isle 1 



s^ 
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m. 



Rise I heartily I shoulder to shoulder— 

WeTl show 'ein strength with good humour 30 Uor ! 
Rise I rise I show each foreign beholier 
We've not lost our love to thee, Erin a stor ! 
For oh I yes !— 'tis a dear little spot of it ' 

Yes! yes !— a sweet little isle ! 
Yes ! yes I— the Irish have thought of it ; 
Erin for ever— owr <ywn little isle ! 

IT» 

Never forget what your forefathers fought for, 1 

When, with " O'Neill" or "O'Donnell aboo I" 
S^ssenaglis ev'iywhere sunk in the slaughter, I 
Vengeance for insult, dear Erin, to you ! 
For oh 1 yes 1 — a dear little spot ! 
Yes 1 yes ! — a sweet little isle ; 
Yes I yes I — ^if Irishmen thought of it, 
Erin once more is our own little isle I 

v. 

i'es, we have Strength to make Irishmen free agaiz j 

Only UNITE — and we'll conquer our foe ; 
And never on earth shall a foreigner see again 
Erin a province — though lately so low. 

For oh 1 yes I — we've a dear little spot of it ! 

Yes ! yes ! — a sweet little isle I 
Yes ! yes ! — the Irish have thought of it ; 
Eria^/br ever — our own little isle 1 

FSRHOY* 



TH£ SPIRIT OF THB NATION. 25 

TYROL AND IRELAND. 

**Te gather three ears of corn, and th^ take two out of three. 
Are ye contented ? ore ye happy ? Bat there la a Proridence above, 
and there are angela ; and when we seek to right otunelTea, they wID 
taOst na."— Speech a^ B<tft)r to tfte Tyrotete: 1809. 

I. 
And Hoftr louied Tywl for this, 

Made Winschgan red with blood, 
Thai Botzen^s peaaants ranged in anns, 

And Insprack^s.fire withstood. 
For this 1 for this 1 that but a thiri 

The hind his own could call. 
When Fassyer gathered in her sheaves ; 

Why, ye are robbed of all. . 

n. *, 

Up rose the hardy mountaineers, 

And crashed Bavarians horse, 
r th* name of Father and of Son,* 

For this without remorse. 
Great Heaven, for this I that Passyer's swaliis 

Of half their store were reft ; 
Why, clods of senseless day, to you 

Not even a sheaf is left I 



'Midst plenty gashing round, ye starve^ 

'Midst blesfflngs, crawl accurst, 
And hoard for your land cormorants all, 

Deep gorging till they burst 1 

* The Bavarian vanguard, composed of 4,000 men, advanced Into 
the defile ; and when they had reached midwav, the moontalneci s 
hurled down upon their heads huge rodcs, which they had rolled to 
the verge of the precipice In the name of the Father, the Son, and 
the Holy QhotL^—ffistoire de$ TyroHena, 
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Still — still they gpum you witii cioutonipt, 

Deride your pangs -mih scorn ; 
Still bid yon bite the dust for climiti^ 

And villains bas^y born I 

ir. 
Oh, idiots I feel ye li'ot ilie lash-^ 

The fimgs that dutch at gold ? 
From h>giie8 so insoleiit -what hope 

Of mercy do ye hold ? 
The pallid million^ kneel for fo<^ ; 

The lordling locks hiis Store. 
Hath fiMn, alas ! bat one l^rol. 

And not a Hofer inore. Tiigta. 



STAND TOGETHER. 

I. 

Staitd together, brothers all I 

Stand together, stand together 1 
To live or die, to rise or fSall, 
Stand together, stand together I 
Old Erin proudly lifts her head — 
Of many tears the last is shed ; 
Oh I for the living— iy the dead 1 
Stand together, true together 1 

IL 

Stand together brothers all 1 
Close together, dose together! 

Bo Ireland's might a brazen wall — 
Close up together, tight together 1 
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Peace I — no noise !— .but hand in hand 
Let calm rasoIVe pervade your band, 

And iiralL.ti)l nature's God conunand 

Hicn help each other, help eadi other I 

m. 

Stand together, brothers all 1 

Piond together — ^bold together I 
From Kerry's dilfe to Donegal, 
Bound in tiedrt and dotd together ! 
tTmwU the Sraibnifit ! i^hoTl defend 
Old Erin's banner is a firiend~~ 
One foe'iis Onrs— oh ! blend, boys, blend 
Hands together— hearts together I 

IV. 

Stand together, brothers all I 

"Wait together, watch together I 
See, America and Gaul 

Look on together, both together 1 
Keen impatience in each eye — 
Yet on " ourselves'' do we rely — 
** Ourselves alone** our rallying cry I 

And " stand together, strike togettier !" 

Bkta, 
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THE MUSTER OF THK NOltTH. 

A.D. 1641. 

BY OHS. GAVAN DUFFY, M.P. 

£ We deny ftnd have always denied the alleged massacre of 1641. 
But that the people rose onder their chiefs, seized the English towns 
and expelled the English settlers, and in doing so committed manj 
excesses, is nndeniable— as is equally the desperate provocatioii. 
The ballad here printed is not meant as an apology for these excesses 
which we condemn and lament, but as a true representation of flM 
feelings of the insurgents in the first madness of success.] 

I. 
Toy ! joy- ! the day is come at last, the day of hope and pride-^ 
^d see 1 oar cracklmg bonfires light old Bannfe rejoicing 

tide, 
And gladsome bell, and bn^e-hom fhmi J^ewiy*s captured 

Towers, 
Hark I how they tell the Saxon swine, this land is oiirs, is 

OUKS! 

m 

Glory to God 1 my eyes have seen the ransomed fields of Dotiii, 
My ears have drunk the joyful news, "Stont Phelim hath his 

own." 
Ohil may they see and hear no more, oh I may they rot to 

clay, 
When they forget to triumph in the conquest of to-day. 

m. 

Nfow, now we^U teach the shameless Scot to purge his thie\ish 

maw. 
Now, now the Court may fSEdl to pray, for Justice is the Law, 
Now shall the Undertaker* square, for once, his loose accounts, 
Well strike, brave boys, a fair result, from all his fiilse amounts. 



^ The Scotch and English adrentorers planted in Ulster by Jamec 
"^re c^led Undertakers. 
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rv. 
Come, trample do>Tn their robber rule, and smite iti venal 

spawn, 
Their foreign laws, their foreign church, their ermine and their 

lawn, 
With all the specious fry of fraud that robbed us of our own ; 
And plant our ancient laws again, beneath our lineal throne. 

V. 

Our standard flies o'er fifty towers, o'er twice ten thousand 

men; 
Down have we plucked the pirate Bed never to rise agen ; 
The Green alone shall stream above our native field and floods 
The spotless Green, save where its folds are gemmed '\nth 

Saxon blood 1 

VI. 

Pity 1* no, no, you dare not. Priest — not you, our Father, dare 
Preach to us now that godless creed — ^the murderer's blood to 

spare; 
To spare his blood, while tombless still our slaughtered kin 

implore 
*' Graves and revenge" from Gobbin-Cliffs and Carrick's bloody 

shore If 

vn-. 
Pity I^oould we " forget — forgive," if we were clods of clay. 
Our martyred priests, our banished chiefs, our race in dark 
decay, 

* Lelandf the Protestant Hiatoriao, states that the Catholic Priests 
^* Mxmred teaUnuly to moderate the txt»9M» of war .*" and freqaentlj 
protected the English by concealing them in their places of worabip, 
and eyen under their altars. 

tThe scene of the massacre of the nnoffendllig iahaUtants iA 
Island Magee tjr the garrison of CarrlcUiergttS. 
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And worse than all — yovL know it, Priest— the daughters of 

onr^d, 
With wrongs we blushed to name until the awos^ i^ in our 

haE41 

vm. 

Pity ! well, if you needs must whine, let pity have its way, 
Pity for all our comrades true, far from our side to-day : 
The prison-bound who rot in chains, the faithful dead who 

poured 
Their blood 'neath Temple's lawless axe or Parson's ruffian 

sword. 

UL 

They smote us with the sweaxer's Qat^ aii4 witlik ^ mur- 
derer's knife. 

We in the open field will fight, fairly for land and life ; 

But, by the Dead and all their wrongs, and by our hopes to- 
day, 

One of us twa,ia shall %ht their last, or be ijb we or they. 



They banned our faith, they banned our lives, they trod us 

into earth. 
Until our very patience stirred their bitter hearts to mirth ; 
Even this great flame that wraps them now, not toe but ihef/ 

have bred, 
Yes, this is their own work, and now their work be on their 

head. 

XI. 
Kay, Father, tell us n^t of help from Leinster's Korman Peers, 
If we shall shape our holy cause to match their selfish fears— 
I^elpless and hopeless be their canse^ who brook a vain delay, 
Qur ship is launched, our flag's ftfloat, whether they come op 



'^ SUkea Howth, ao4 savage Slane stiU klw thMc tyranlV 

rod, 
\i]4 pal^ Dwuany stiU prefier hia Master tQ his G^ 
ittle we*d miss thdr father*s sons, the Maxcbmeu of the Pale 
C Irish hearts ao4 Irish haxida had ^pamsh b^ada and mail? 

XIII. 

Then, let them stay to bow and fawa, ox fight with :uiming 

words; 
I fear me more their courtly arts than England's hireling 

swords ; 
Natheless their creed they, hate us stiU, as the Despoiler luitcs 
CSonld ih»y love iis, and love their prey, cm* kinsmen's lost 

XIV. 

Our rade array's a jagged rock to smash the spoiler's power. 
Or need we aid, His aid we have who doomed this gracious 

hour; 
Of yore He led his Hebrew host to peace through strife and 

pain, 
And us he l^ds tlie self-same path, the self-same goal to gai^, 

XV. 

Down, from thA sacred hills whereon a Saint* commnnad with 

God, 
Up from the vale where BagnaU's blood manored the reeking 

sod, 
Out from the stately woods of Truagh, M'Kenna's plundered 

home, 
like Malln's waves, as fierce and fast, our faithful dansmeil 

come. 

* H Ffttrldc, wboM ftrourito rstrsat was Lecalo, in the Coimty Dowa 
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XVI. 

Tlum, brethren, on! O'Ndll^s dear shade would frown to flat 

you pause— 
Our banished Hugh, cor martyred. Hugh, Is watching o'er 

your cause— 
His generous error lost the hmd — ^he deemed the Kormau tnie, 
Oh, forward! fiiends. it must not lose the land again in you I 

ROTS OK THS MCSTOB OV TUB KOBTH. 

The TifMi ne>7spaper, In the absence of any topic of public hiterest, 
having made this ballad the subject of a leading article, in which ex- 
travagant praise of its literary merits was Joined with an equally ex- 
travagant misrepresentation of its object and tendency, It had the 
hard fortune to run the gauntlet of all the Tory Journals in the em- 
igre, and to become the best abused ballad in existence. It was 
described as the Roig Cata of a new rebellion— as a deliberate at- 
tempt to revive the Jealousies of the bill of settlement ; and the 
organ of the Oeneral Assembly of Ulster coolly proclaimed the writer 
to be a man with the intellect, but also with the heart, of Satan ! 
Under these circumstances I should not have permitted its insertion 
in the present edition, had I not feared that omitting it might be in- 
terpreted into an admission of charges, than which nothing can pos- 
sibly be more false or ludicrous. In writing it, I had simply in view 
to produce— what it will not be denied an historical ballad ought to be 
'-a picture of the aehial/eeiinga of the times in which the scene is 
laid ; and the sentiments are certainly not more violent than the 
great masters of ballad poetry— Scott, for example, in his "Glencoe" 
— ^have put into the mouths of injured men. Possibly the prejudice 
in the present case arose ftom overlooking the fact that these senti- 
ments are attributed to men who had been plundered of two pro^'inces 
hy a false king, imprisoned for returning conscientious verdicts, robbed 
by enormous fines, persecuted for the exercise of their religion, and 
subject to a long series of tyrannies which historians, Avithout excep- 
tion, have described as cruel and in&mous. To make these men talk 
coolly, and exhibit all the horror of spilling one drop of human blood 
into which O'Connell has trained this generation, would be very 
much on a par in point of sense and propriety with the old stage 
custom of dressing Richard III. in the uniform of the Coldstream 
Guards. So little intention, however, was there to make it arailabla 
to any political purpose, that there is not a single allusion in the 
poem tiiat was not suggested by the circumstances of the period i 
while some of them would be quite inapplicable to any other timv 
•97eci«Uy to the present (1844). 



THE SPIRIT or THB XATIOV. 8B 

IRISH WAR-SONG. 

BY EDWAflD WAIJ3H. 

Air— The toorlcTs turned upside down. 

Bright sun, before whose glorious ray, 

Our Pagan fathers bent the knee; 
Whose pillar-altars yet can say, 

When time was yonng, our sires were free — 
Who seest how fallen thdr offspring be — 

Our matrons* tears — our patriots* gore ; 
We swear before high Heaven and thee, 

The Saxon holds us slaves no more I 

II. 
Our Sun-burst on the Koraan foe 

Flash'd vengeance once in foreign field — 
On Clontarf s plain lay scathed^low 

What power the Sea-kings fierce could wield 
Beinn Burb might say whose cloven shield 

'Neath bloody hoo& was trampled o*er ; 
And by these memories high, we yield 

Our limbs to Saxon chains no more 1 

in. 
The ckdrseach wild, whose trembling string 

Had long the " song of sorrow** spoke, 
Shall bid the wild Jiosg-Cata* sing 

The corse and crime of Saxon yoke. 
And, by each>heart his bondage broke — 

Each exile's mgh on distant shore — 
Each martyr *neath the headsman's stroke-* 

The Saxon holds us slaves no more ! 

• Literally the " Eye of Battto**-4lie war-f ong of the Iwrdft 

C 
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IV. 

Send the loud var-cry o*er the mwn — 

Yolir Sun-burst to the breezes spread . 
That slogan rends the heaven in twain — 

The earth reels back beneath your tread 
Ye Saxon despots, hear, and dread— 

Your march oV patriot hearts is o'er— 
That shout hath told— that tramp hath said 

Our comitry's sons are slaves no more ! 



SONG FOR JULY 12th, 1812 

BY J. D. FRASER. 

AiB-"5o2^6 Water:' 

I. 

Come— pledge a^ain thy heart aM hand;* 

One grasp that ne*er shall sever ; 
Our watchword be—*' Our native land"— 

Our motto—" Love for ever." 
And let the Orange lily be 

Thy badge, my patriot brother— 
The everlasting Green for me ; 

And we for one another. 

II. 
Behold how green the gallant stem 

On whicn the flower is blowing ; 
^ow in one heavenly breeze and beatt 

^oth flower and stem aro glowwf 
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The same good soil sastaining both, 

Makes both united flourish ; 
Bat cannot give the Orange growth, 

And cease the Green to nourisli. 

in. 
Yea more — the hand that plucks the flower 

Will vainly strive to cherish ; 
The stem blooms on — but in tiiat hour 

The flower begins to perbh. 
Regard them, then, of equal worth 

Wldle lasts their genial weather ; 
The tune's at hand when into earth 

The two shall smk together. 

IV. 

Ev*n thus be, in our couutiy's cause. 

Our party feelings blended ; 
Till lasting peace, from equal laws, 

On both shall have descended. 
Till then the Orange hly be 

Thy badge my patriot brother— 
The everlasting Grcea for me; 

And — ^we for one another. 



SONG OP THE VOLUNTEERS OF 1781 

BY THOKAS DATIB. 

AiBr— "Bo^wfl Water.* 
I. 
HvBRAH ! *tis done — our freedom*^ y 

Hurrah for the Volunteers I 
No laws we own, but those alone 
Of our Commons, Siogi imd Vwn^ 



THIS BPntlT 6W THE KATIOlT. 

The chain is broke — the Saxou yoke 
From off gut neck is taken ; 

Ireland awoke — Dungannon spoke — 
"NVith fear was England shaken. 



"When Grattan rose, none dar'd oppose 

llie claim he made for freedom ; 
They knew our swords, to back his wonls, 

Were ready, did he need them. 
Then let us raise, to Grattau's praise, 

A proud and joyous anthem ; 
And wealth, and grace, and length of dayi^ 

May God, in mercy grant him ! 



Bless Harry Flood, who nobly stood 

By us, through gloomy years, 
Bless Charlemont, the brave and good. 

The Chief of the Volunteers I 
The North began ; the North held on. 

The strife for native land ; 
Tin Ireland rose, and cow*d her foes — 

God bless the Northern land ! 



And bless the men of patriot pen — 

Swift, Molyneux, and Lucas i 
Bless sword and gun, which " Free Trade" 'TOD-^ 

Bless God ! who ne*er forsook us I 
And long may last the friendship fast, 

Which binds us all together ; 
While we agree, our foes shall flee 

Like douds in stormy weather. 
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V. 

Remember still, throngli good and ill, 

How vain were prayers and tears — 
How vain were words, till flashed the swords 

Of -the Irish Volunteers. 
By arms we've got the rights we sought 

Through long and wretched years — 
Hurrah ! *tis done, our freedom's won— 

Hurrah for the Volunteers ! 



THE GAEL AOT) THE GREEN 

BT M. J. BARRY. 

Air—." One bumper ai parting" 
I. 
Come, fill ev'iy glass to overflowing. 

With wine or potheen if you will, 
Or, if any think these are too glowing, 

Let water replace them — but fill ! 
Oh ! trust me *tis churlish and silly 

To ask how the bumper's fill'd up ; 
If the tide in the heart be not chilly, 

What matters the tide in the cup ? 
Oh ! ne'er may that heart's tide ascending 

In sliame on our foreheads be seen. 
While it nobly can ebb in defending 

Our own glorious colour — the Green ! 

n. 
In vaki did oppression endeavour 

To trample that green under foot ; 
The fair stem was broken, but never 

Could tyranny reach to its root 
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Then come, and around it let's rally, 

And guard it henceforward like men ; 
Oh ! soon shall each mountain and valley 

Glow bright with it3 verdure again. 
Meanwhile, fill each glass to the brim, boys. 

With water, with wine, or potheen. 
And on each let the honest wish swim, boya— 

Long flourish the Gael and the Green I 

III. 
Here, under our host's gay dominion, 

While gathered this table around. 
What varying shades of opinion 

In one happy circle are found I 
What opposite creeds come together — 

How mingle Korth, South, East, and West ; 
Yet who minds the diff'rence a feather? — 

Each strives to love Erin the best. 
Oil ! soon through our beautiful island 

May union as blessed be seen, 
Wliile floats o'er each valley and highland 

Our ovm glorious colour — the Green 1 



THE MEMORY OF THE DEAD.* 
I. 
Who fears to speuk of Ninety-Eight ? 

Who blushes at the name ? 
When cowards mock the patriot's fate, 
Who hangs his head for shame? 

* The masic to which this fine song is set will be found in the " Bol' 
lads and Songs by the writers of the Nation, with original and ancient 
^-i."— Jamks Ddfft, 1846. 
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He*s all a knave or half a slave, 

Who slights his country thus ; 
But a trtie man, like you, man, 

Will fill your glass with us. 

n. 

We drink the memory of the brave 

The faithful and the few-i- 
Sorae lie far off beyond the wave — 

Some sleep in Ireland, too ; 
All— all are gone — ^^but still lives on 

The fame of those who died — 
All true men, like you, men, 

Ecmember them with pride. 

ni. 

Som« on the shores of distant lanils 

Their weary hearts have laid, 
And by the stranger's heedless bands 

Their lonely graves were made ; 
But, though their clay be far away 

Beyond the Atlantic foam — 
In true men, like you, men. 

Their spirit's still at home. 

IV. 

The dust of some is Irish earth ; 

Among their own they rest ; 
And the same land that gave them birth 

Has caught them to her breast ; 
Artd we will pray that from their clay 

Full many a lace may start 
Of true men, like you, men, 

To act as brave a part. 
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V. 

They rose in dark and evil dayi 

To right their native land ; 
They kindled here a living blaze 

That nothing shall withstand. 
Alas ! that Might can vanquish Right-* 

Thsy fell and passed away ; 
But true men, like yon, men, 

Are plenty here to-day. 

vi. 
Then here*s their memory— may it be 

For ns a goiding light, 
To cheer our strife for liberty. 

And teach ns to unite. 
Through good and ill, be Ireland's still, 

Though sad as thdrs your fate ; 
And true men be you, men. 

Like those of Nmety-Eight. 



TIIE BATTLE OF BEAL-AN-ATHA-BUIDHE. 

[\yon by the great Hugh O'Nell over Marshal Bagenal and the 

Hoover of £Uzabetli*8 army, between Armagh and Blackwater Bridge •} 

A.D. 1598. 

BY WILLIAM DRENNAN, 
I. 

By O'Neill dose bdeagur'd, the spirits might droop 
Of the Saxon — ^three hundred shut up in their coop^ 
Till Bagenal drew forth his Toledo, and* swore 
*he sword of a soldieri to sncconr Port Mor. 
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H. 

His veteran troops, in tlie foreign wars tried — 

Their features how bronz'd, and how haughty their stride — 

Stept steadily on ; it was thrilling to see 

That thunder-clond brooding o*er BEAr.-AN-ATHA-BUiDiiiF 

III. 
The flash of their armour, inlaid with fine gold^. 
Gleaming matchlocks and cannon that mutteringly roU'd — 
With the tramp and the clank of those stem cuirassiers, 
Dyed in blood of the Flemish and French cavaliers. 



And are the mere Irish with pikes and with darts^ 
With but glibb-covered heads, and but rib-guarded hearts^ 
Half-naked, half-fed, with few muskets, no guns — 
The battle to dare against England's proud sons ? 



Poor Bonnochts, and wild Gallowglasses, and Kern*— 
Let them war with rude brambles, sharp furze, and dry fern ; 
Wirrcutrut^ for their wives— for their babes ochanie^ 
If they wait for the Saxon at Beal-an-atha-buidhk. 



Tet O'Neill standeth firm — ^few and brief his commands — 
** Te have hearts in your bosoms, and pikes in your hands ; 
Try how far yon can push them, my children, at once ; 
Faff cm Bedlach — and down inth horse, foot, and great gmis. 



• Bwmadh^ a billeted soldier, from Buanacht, ffnarterage. Gallo* 
gUufi, a heavy soldier. CeUheim^ a band of light troops, plural of 
CtiiheamaigK 

\ yVitriutrue-A Mhuireastruag\ Oh! Mary, what sorwwl 
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▼n. 
Th£y Lave gold and gay arms — ^they bare biscnit and bread; 
NovTf sons of my soul, ire'll be found and be fed ;*^ 
And he clutched his daymore, and — " look yonder," laughed be, 
" What a grand commissariat for Beal-an-atha-buidhe. '* 

VIII. 

Near the chief, a grim tyke, an O'Shanaghan stood, 
His nostril dilated seemed snufiing for blood ; 
Rough and ready to spring — ^like the wiry wolf-hound 
Of lem^ — who, tossing his pike with a bound, 

IX. ^ 

Cried, "My hand to the Sassanach! ne'er may I bur' 
Another to earth if I call him a churl ! 
He finds me in clothing, in booty, in bread — 
My Chief, won't O'Shanaghan give him a bed?" 

X, 

** Land of Owen, abu !" and the Irish rushed on— 
The foe fir'd but one volley — their gunners arc gon* 
Before the bare bosoms the steel-coats have fled, 
Or, despite casque and corselet, lie dying and dead. 

XI. 

And brave Harry Bagenal, he fell while he fought, 
Witli many gay gallants — they slept as men ought 
Their faces to Heaven — there were others alack I 
By pikes overtaken, and taken aback. 



And roy Irish got clothing, coin, colours, great Btore, 

Arms, forage, and provender — plunder go leor ! 

They munch'd the white manchets — they champ'd t)ie browm 

chine 
l^xdUduadh ! for that day how the natives did dia*! 
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xm. 
The Chieftaiii looked on, when 0*Shanaghan lose, 
And cried, hearken O^Neill I IVe a health to propos I — 
*' To our Sassanach hosts I" and all quaff'd in huge glee. 
With Cead miUfailU go BBAii-AN-ATHA-BuiDiis ! 



THE VOICK OF LABOUR. 

A Cktmi of ih4 Cit^ Mte^ng§. 
A.i>. 1843. 

BT CHS. OAVAN DUFPT, M.P. 
L 

Yk who despoil tii« sons of toil, saw ye this sight to-day, 
When stalwart Trade in long brigade, beyond a king's ai-ray. 
Marched in the blessed light of heaven, beneath the open sky. 
Strong in the might of sacred bioht, that none dare ask them 

why? 
These are the slaves, the needy knaves, ye spit upon -vvith 

scorn — 
The spawn of earth, of nameless birth, and basely bred as 

bom: 
Tet know, ye soft and silken Lords, were we the thing y« 

say, 
Your broad domains, your cofoed gains, your lives were ours 

to-day! 

ir. 
tf earare that rank from flank to flank ; *tis fifty thousand 

strong; 
And mark you here, in front and rear, brigades as deep and 

long; 
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Aai know that never blade of foe, or Arran's deadly breeze 
Tried by assay of storm or fray, more dauntless hearts ihe.^ 

these; 
The sinewy Smith, little he recks of his own child — the sword ; 
The men of gear, think you they fear their handiwork — a 

Lord? 
And imdismayed, yon sons of trade might see the battlers fron^ 
Who bravely bore, nor bowed before, the deadlier face of want 

III. 

What lack we here of show or form, that lure your liaves to 
death? 

Not serried bands, nor nnewy hands, nor music^s martial 
breath ; 

And if we broke the bitter yoke our suppliant race endure, 

No robbers we— but chivalry — ^the Army of the Poor. 

Shame on ye now, ye Lordly crew, that do your betters wrong— 

We are no base and braggart mob, but merdfnl and strong. 

Yonr henchmen vain, your vassal train, would fly our first de- 
fiance ; 

In us — in our strong tranquil breasts — abides your sole reliance. 

IV. 

Aye ! keep them all, castle and hall, coffers and costly jewels — 
Keep your vile gain, and in its train the passions that it fuel s. 
We envy not your lordly lot — its bloom or its decayance ; 
But jQhave that we daim as ours — our right in long abey- 
ance: 
Leisure to live, leisure to love, leisure to taste our fireedom — 
Oh I suffering poor, oh I patient poor, how bitterly you need 

them ! 
* Ever to moil, ever to toil," that is j'our social charter, 
And city slave or peasant sei-f, the Tdler is its martyr. 



THK sriUlT OF TUB NATIO?f. 45 

y. 

Whore Frank and Tuscan shed their sweat the goodly crop (a 

theirs — 
If Non^'ay*s toil make rich the soil, she eats the fruit she 

rears — 
O'er Blaine's green sward there rules no lord, saving the Lord 

on high ; 
iiut we are slaves in our own land^prond masters tell lis 

why? 
The German burgher and his men, brother with brothers live, 
While toil must w^dt without ^(wrgate what gracious crusts 

you give. 
Long in your sight, for our own right, weVe bent, and stUl we 

bend — 
Why did we bow ? why do we now ? proud masters this must 

end. 

VI. 

Perish the past — a generous land is this fiiir land of ours, 
And enmity may no man see between its Towns and Towers. 
Come, join our bands — here take our hands — now shame on 

him that lingers, 
Merchant or Peer, you have no fear from labour's blistere<1 



Come, jom at last, perish the past — its traitors, its seceders — 
Proud names and old, frank hearts and bold, come join and 

be our Leaders. 
But know ye lonU, that be your swords with us or with our 

wronger. 
Heaven be our guide, for we will bide tbia lot of shame no 

lODgWt 
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THE MUNSTER WAR-SONG. 

A.D. 1190.' 
BY R. D. WILLIAMS. 

Air — " And doik not a meeting,^ 

Criiis ballad relates to the time wjien the Iriah began to rally and 
unite against their invaders. The union was, alas I brief, but its 
effects were great. The troops of Connaught and Ulster, under Cathai 
Croibh-dearg (Cathol O'Connor of the Red Hand,) defeated and slew 
Armoric St Lawrence, and stripped J>e Courcy of half of his conquests. 
But the ballad relates to Munster ; and an extract from Moore's (the 
most accessible) book will show tliat there was solid ground for tri- 
umph : " Among the chiefs who agreed at this cilsis to postpone their 
mutual feuds, and act in concert against the enemy, were O'Brian of 
Thomond, and Mac Carthy of Desmond, hercdita^ rulers of North 
and South Munster, and chiefs respectively of the two rival tribes, 
the Dalcassians and Eoganians. By a truce now formed between 
those princes, O'Brian was left free to direct his arms against the 
English; and having attacked their forces at Thurles, in Fogarty*s 
country, gave them a comtlktr ovkktuuow, putting to the sword, 
add the Monster annals, a great number of kQight8.'*-'ifoore*< m* 
lory qf Ireland, A.D, 1190.] 

I. 

Can the depths of the ocean afford you not gi'avca, 
That you come thus to perish afar o'er tlie waves; 
To redden and swell the -wild torrents that flow 
Through the valley of vengeance, the dark Eatharlach ?• 

n. 
The clangour of conflict o'erhurthens the breeze, 
From the stormy Sliabh Bloom to the stately Gailltees 
Your caverns and torrents are purple with gore, 
Sliabh na m-Ban,f Gleann Colaich, and sublime Gallte Mor. 

in. 
The Sun-burst that slumbered, embalmed in our tears, 
Tipperary 1 shAll wave o'er thy tall mountameers ! 
And the dark hill shall bristle with sabre and spoar, 
While one tyrant remains to forge manacles here. 

• .il'VJow glen, county Itpperary. f SUevi 
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IV. 

The riderless war-steed careers o*er the plain, 
With a shaft in his flank and a hlood-dripping m:m«!| 
His gallant breast labours, and glare his wild eyes ; 
He plunges in torture — fsSh — shivers —and dies. 

V. 

Let the trumpets ring triumph ! the tyrant is slain, 
He reels o^ ins charger deep^pierced through the bralai 
And hid myriads are flying like leaves on the gale, 
Dut, who shall escape ficom our hills with the tale ? 

VI. 

For the arrows of vengeance axe show'rlng like rain, 
And choke the strong rivers with islands of slain. 
Till thy waves, " lordly Sionainn," all crimsonly flow, 
lake the billows of hell, with the blood of the foe. 

VII. 

Ay ! the foemen are fl3dng, but vainly Ihcy fly — 
Revenge with the fleetness of lightning can vie ; 
And the septs of the moxmtaius spring up from eaeli rock. 
And rush down the ravines like wolves on the flock. 

VIII. 

And who shall pass over the stonuy Sliabh Bloom, 

To tell the pale Saxon of tyranny ^s doom ; 

When, like tigers from ambush, our fierce mountaineers 

Leap along from the crags -with their death-dealing spears ? 

IX. 

They came u-ith high boasting to bind us as slaves; 
but the glen and the torrent have yawned for their graveft«>« 
From tlie gloomy Ard Flomiain to wild Teampoll Hor— .* 
from the l^mrio the Sionainn— is red with their gor«. 

Ardfinan and Templemora^ 
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X. 

By the soul of Heremon ! our warriors maj smile, 
To remember tlie march of the foe throagh our isl^ 
Their banners and harness were costly and gay, 
And proudly they flashed in the summer 8un*8 ray 

XI. 

The hilts of their fiolchions were cmsted with gold, 
And the gems of their helmets were bright to behold , 
By Saint Bride of Cildare I but they moved in fair sbpw^ 
To goi^ the young eagles of dark EatharUch! 



AN APPEAL. 



I. 
Ill-fated Erin! land of woe 
Still trodden down by foreign foe, 
Why strike you not one final blow 

n. I 

Long-suffering country I are not thine ' 

For ambush meet the deep ravine, ' 

And plains to form the embattled line ? | 

I 
m. 

The hardy Affghan, prompt and bold, 

Unconquered in his mountain hold, 

Bade Britain's bravest hearts wax oold. 

lY. 

Shall we, who boast a holier trust, 
Whose stainless cause is pure imd joit— • 
Shall we still grovel hi the duit? 
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V. 

Shall we, in banded milHons strong, 

Still bear the yoke we^ye borne too lon^^- 

SHU crouch to insult, scorn, and wrong? 



THE SAXON SHILLING. 

BY K. T. BUGGY, 

[Mr Bt/ggy was a native of Kilkenny, and editor for some time te 
the Kilkenny JourtuU. He was also a contribator to the CUixen Ma- 
gazine, and an active agitator in the Repeal movement. He sacceeded 
Mr. Oavan Dnffy as editor of the Belfast Vindicator in 1848, when 
the latter established the NcOUm^ and he died soon after in the midst 
of his labours.] 

I. 
Habk I a martial sound is heard — 

The march of soldiers, fifing, dramming ; 
Eyes are staring, hearts are stirred — 

For bold recrolts the brave are coming. 
Ribands flannting, feathers gay — 

The sounds and sights are surely thrilling, 
Dazzled village youths to-day 

Will crowd to take the Saxon ShUHng, 

n. 

Ye^ whose spirits will not bow 

In peace to parish tyrants longer — 
Ye, who wear the villain brow^ 

And ye who pine in hopeless hunger — 
Fools, without the brave man's fiEuth — 

All slaves and starvelings who are willing 
To seU yourselves to shame and deatb— . 

Accept the itiiUi^ Soaton ffkUHng, 
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ni. 
Bre you from yoiir mountains go 

To feel the scourge of foreign feyer, 
Swear to serve tlie faithless foe 

That lures you from your land for ever 1 
Swear henceforth its tools to be — 

To slaughter trained by ceaseless drilling.^ 
Honour, home, and liberty, 

Abandoned for a Saxon SHUUng. 

IV. 

Go —to find, *mid crime and toil, 

The doom to which such goilt is hurried ; 
Go — to leave on Indian soil 

Your bones to bleach, accursM, unburied ! 
Go — to crush the just and brave, • 

Whose wrongs with wrath the world are filling 
Go — ^to slay each brother slave, 

Or spurn the blood-stained Saxon Shilling 

V. 

Iiish hearts I why should you bleed, 

To swell the tide t>f British glory — 
Aiding despots in their need, 

WhoVe changed our green so oft to gory T 
None, save those who wish to see 

The noblest killed, the meanest killing. 
And true hearts severed from the free. 

Will take again the Saxon Shilling ! 

VI. 

Irish youths 1 reserve your strength 

Until an hour of glorious duty, 
iVlien Freedom's smile shall cheer at lengtb 

The land of braveiy and beauty. 
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Bribes and tlireats, ot, heed no more — 
Let nought but Justice make you -vrilUng 

1*0 leave your own dear Island shore, 
for those who send the Saxon Shilling 



OURSULVES ALONE. 

I. 
The work that should to-day be wrought 

Defer not till to-morrow; 
The help that should within be sought. 

Scorn from without to borrow. 
Old maxims these — yet stout and true-* 

They speak in trumpet tone, 
To do at once what is to do, 

And trust oubselyes audnb. 

n. 

Too long our Irish hearts we schooTd, 

In patient hope to bide; 
By dreams of English justice fool'd, 

And English tongues that lied. 
That hour of weak delusion's past, 

The empty dream has flown : 
Our hope and strength, we find at UsL 

Is in OURSELVES ALoms. 

in. 

Aye ! bitter hate, or cold neglect, 

Or lukewarm love, at best, 
Is all weVe found, or can expect, 

We AUeofl of tha Watikt 
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No Mend, beyond oar own green shore, 

Can Erin tmly own j 
Yet stronger is her trust, therefore, 

In her brave sons alone. 

IV. 

Remember when our lot was worse — 

Sunkf trampled to the dust ; 
rTwas long our weakness and our curse, 

In Stranger aid to trust. 
And if, at length, we proudly trod 

On bigot laws overthrown. 
Who won that struggle ? Under God, 

Ourselves — Ourselves alone. 



Oh, let its memory be enshrined 

In Ireland's heart for ever I 
It proves a banded people's mind 

Must win in just endeavour ; 
It shows how wicked to despair, 

How weak to idly groan — 
If ills at others^ hands ye bear, 

The cure is in your own. 

VL 

Tlie "foolish word impossible" 

At once, for aye, disdain ; 
No power can bar a people's will 

A people's right to gain. 
Be bold, united, firmly set. 

Nor flinch in word or tone— 
"W^'ll be a glorious nation yet, 

K£l>EKAi£I>...EKECT«. ALONE. 

^lAB CUILUQI* 
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THE LION AND THE SERPENT, 
An Armi'Bia Fable. 

BT R. D. WILLIAMS. 
L 

In days of old the Serpent came 

To the lion's rocky hall, 
And the forest king spread the sward with game, 

And they drank at the torrent's fall ; 
And the Serpent saw that the woods were fair, 
And she longed to make her dwelling there. 

n. 
But she saw that her host had a knack of his own, 
At tearing a sinew or cracking a bone, 

And had grinders unpleasantly strong ; 
80 she said to herself; " 111 bamboozle the king 
With my plausible speech, and all that sort of things 

That, sbce Eve, to my people belong : 

IIL 

* Those claws and those grinders must certainly be 
Ihoonvenient to you as they're dreadful to me— 

Draw 'em out, like a love, I'm so 'frighted 1 
And, then, since Fve long had an amorous eye on 
Yourself and your property, dear Mr. Lion, 
We can be (spare my blushes) unUed" 

IV. 

So subtle the pow'r of her poisonous kisses. 
So deadly to honour the falsehood she hisses, 

The lion for once is an ass. 
Before her, disarmed, the poor simpleton standi, 
The Union's proclaimed, but the hymen'al bands 

Are ponderous fetters of brass. 



V. 

The lion, self-oonquered, is chained on the gronadi 
And the breath of his tyrant sheds poison around 

The fame and t^c life of her slave. 
How long in his torture the stricken king lay 
Historians omit, but *tis known that one day, 

The serpent began to look grave ; 

VI. 

For wnen passing, as usaslf her thrall with a i 
She derisively hissed some new taunt in hu < 

He shook all his diains with a roar ; 
And, observmg more closely, she saw with much pain 
Tliat his tusks and his claws were appearing again, 

A fact she neglected before. 

VII. 

From that hour she grew dang'romhf pmlt indeed, 
And declared be should be, ere long, totally freed 

From every dislionourmg chain. 
"The moment, my dearest, our friend, the Fox, draws 
Those nasty sharp things from your Majesty^s jaws, 

You must bound free as air o'er the plain.* 

vra. 
But the captive sprung from his dungeon floor, 
And he bow'd the woods with a scornful roar, 

And his burning eyes flashed flame ; 
And as echo swelled the shout afar. 
The stormy joy of Freedom's war 

O'er the blast of the desert came. 

IX. 

And the lion laugli'J, and Ids mirth was loud 
As the stunning burst of a thunder cloud, 
And he shook his wrathful mane; 



liff 1^PI^E^ Of THB HATION. j{| 

And hollow soimds £rom }u9 }^^4 sides comoi 

like the sullen roll of a '^arom (drum 

He snapped like ^ reed thg cjiain; 
And the Serpenl; sayr that p&x m^ w^s o'er, 
And hissing she fled from the lion's roar ! 



THE "WESTS ASLEEP. 
Am—" The Brink qfHie Tf7*ffe BocU 

BT THOMAS DAVIS. 
I. 

When all beside a vigil keep, 
The West's asleep, the West's asleep- 
Alas ! and well may Erin weep, 
When Connaught lies in slumber deep. 
There lake and plain smile fair and free, 
'Mid rocks — ^their guardian chivalry — 
Sing oh I let man learn liberty 
From cradling wind and lashing sea. 

n. 
TM ciuilnless wave and lovdly land 
Freedom and Nationhood demand — 
Be sure, the great God never plann'd, 
For slumbering slaves a home so grand. 

/ 
* This air sllglitly diflfcrs, in the end of the second line, from the 
rersion in Bunting's third volume, and agrees with that to which Mr. 
Horncastle sang " fhe Herring is King.*' There is a totally different 
and still finer air known in the Co. Tipperaiy by the name j* " Th« 
Brink of the White ^ock#" 
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And, long, a brave and baught/ race 
Honoured and sentinelled the place . 
Sing ohi not even their sons' disgrace 
Can quite destroy their glory's tract. 

m. 
For often, in O'Connor's van. 
To triTimph dash'd each Connanght daiu* 
And fleet as deer the Normans ran 
Through CoinsUabh Pass and Ard Rathaiq, ' 
And later times saw deeds as brave ; 
And glory goards Clanricarde*s grave — 
Sing oh! they died their land to save, 
At Anghrim's slopes and Shannon's wave. 

rv. 
And i^ when all a vigil keep. 
The West's asleep, the West's asleep — 
Alas I and well may Erin weep, 
That Connanght lies in slumber deep. 
But — hark! — some voice hke thmider spake: 
" The Weses awake^ ike West's awake"*^ 
Sing oh! hurra! let England quake, 
Well watch till death for Erin's sake! 



THE IBISH REAPER'S HARVEST HYlOr 

BY JOHN KEBGAK. 

All luul I Holy Mary our hope ^nd onr joy ! 
Smile down, blessed Queen 1 on the poor Irish boj 
Who wanders away from his dear belov'd home; 
Oh| Mary ! be with me wherever I roam. 

* Vulgarly written Gorlews and ArdraluuL 
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Be with me, oh ! Mary, 

Forsake me not, Mary, 

But guide me and guard me, wherev«K 1 roam. 

Ftom the home of my fathers in an gniA I go^ 
To toil for the dark-Evered oold-hearted fioe, 
Who mocks me, and hates me^ and calls Tie a aUve^ 
Au alien, a savage — ^all names bat a knsre. 

But, blessed be Mary, 

My sweet Holy Mazy, 
The "bodagh^ he never dare call me a knave. 

From my mother's mud sheeling, an outcast I fly, 
With a cloud on my heart, and a tear in my eye ; 
OhI I bum as I think that if Some One would ttijf 
" Bevenge on your tyrants"— but Maiy, I pray 

From my souTs depth, oh I. Mary, 

And hear me, sweet Mary, 
For Union and Peace to old Ireland I pray. 

The land that I fly from is fertile and fiur, 
And more than I ask or I wish for is theie^ 
But /must not taste the good things that I see, 
^s " There's nothing but rags and green rushes for iii6."t 

OhI mild Yiigm Maiy, 

Oh! sweet Mother Maiy, 
Who keeps my rough hand from red murder but thee ? 

But sore in the end our dear freedom we*ll gain, 
And wipe from the Green Fhig each Sassanach stain. 



* Bodagh, a clown, a churl. 

f Taken literally from a conversation with a young pcaiAnt en hli 

ay to reap the harvest in England. 
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And oh ! Holy Mary, your blessing w^ prave, 
Give hearts to the timid, andhsnds \o the hr$,r% 

And the», Mother Mary, 

Our own blessed Mary, 
Ligkt liberty*^ flantfi i^ the hot of the aluTe 



ADIEU TO INKISFAIL 

BT S. D. WILLIAMS. 
I. 

Adieu I — ^thf ^oiry sail 
Swells her bosom to the gale. 
And ouf ?>a]:gap from Innisfail 

Bounds away. 
While ire gaze upon thy shprjB, 
That we never shall see more, 
And the blinding tears flow p V, 

We pray. 

n. 

Ma vutmeen I be thoi^ long 
In peace, the queen ot odng — 
In battle p|:ond and' strong 

As the sea ! 
Be saints thine offsprmg still.-* 
True heroes guard each liill— 
And harps by ev'ry »»l* 

Sound free ! 
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UU 
rho\ Toxfja^ her Indian bowers, 
The hand of nfltore showers 
The brightest-bloommg flowers 
Of our sphere ; 
Yet not the richest rose 
In an aXen dime that Uowi^ 
Like the briar at home that growa, 
Is dear. 

Tho* glowing bjreasts may be 
In soft voles b^on4 the sea, 
Yet ever, Gra ma chree^ 

Shalllwafl 
For the heart of lore I leave. 
In the dreary hours of eve, 
On th^ ajtopny ahore to grieve, 

InnisfEul 

▼. 

But mem'fy o'er t^e 4eep 
On her d«wy wjing shall swe&pt 
When in midnight hours I weep 

0> thy lyroipj 
And bring me^ steep'd in tears 
Thfi dead flow*!? of p^ yeai^ 
And waftmito my ears 

^ol^e's spDgE, 

VI. 

When I slmnber in the gloom 
Of a nameless foreign tomb. 
By a distant ocean's boom, 
Innisfaill 
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Arouod thy emVald shore 
May the clasping sea adore, 
And each wave in thunder n^ar, 
" All hail I" 

VIL 

Alia, "when the final sigh 
fiShaii bear my soul on high, 
Ana on chainless wing I fly 
Thro* the Une, 
Sarth^B latest thought shall be 
As I soar above the sea — 
** Green Erin, dear, to thee — 
Adieu r 



BOYHOOD'S TEAlRS. 

BT THB BBT. 0HABLB8 MEEHAN. 
X. 

Ah I why should I recal them — the gay, the joyous years, 
Ere hope was crossed or pleasure dimmed by sorrow and by 

tears? 
Or why should mem*iy lore to trace youth^s glad and sonlit 

way, 
Whea those who made its dhanns so sweet are gathered to 

decay? 
The summer's smi shall come again to brighten hill anrl 

bower — 
The teeming earth its fragrance bring beneath the balmy 

shower; 
But all in yain wJl memory strive, in yain we shed our tears — 
They*re gone away and can't return — the friends of boyhooA 

years I 
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IL 

Ah I why then wake my sorrow, and bid mo now connt o*er 
The yaoished Mends so dearly prized>-the days to come no 

more — 
The happy days of in&ncy, when no gnile onr bosoms knew, 
Nor recked we of the pleasures that with each moment flew ? 
*Tis all in vain to weep for them — ^the past a dream appears ; 
And where are they — the lov'd, the young, the friends of boy- 
hood's years? 

in. 
Go iodk tliom in the cold church-yard — they long have stolen 

to rest; 
But do not weep, fop their young cheeks by woe were ne'er 

oppressed : 
life's sun for them in splendour set — ^no doud came o*er the 

ray 
That lit them from this gloomy world upon then: joyous way. 
No tears about their grayes be shed — ^but sweetest flow*rrbe 



The fittest off*ring thou canst make to hearts that perisb 

young — 
To hearts this world has never torn with racking hopes and 

fears; 
For bless'd are they who pass away in boyhood's happy years. 



THE MEN OF TIPPERABY. 

BT THOICAS DAYIS. 

I. 

LiET Britain boast her British hosts, 
About them all right little care we; 

Not British seas nor British coasts 
Gtn matdi Tb* ICan of Tippcraiy ! 
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n. 

Tall is his form, his heart is wamif 
His spirit light as any fsiiiy— . 

Hb wrath is fearM as the storm 
That sweeps The Hills of Tipperatyi 

m. 
Lead him to fight for native lacd, 

His is no courage cold and wary ; 
The troops live not on earth would stand 

The headlong CSiarge of Tipperary ! 

lY. 

Tet meet him hi his cabin mde^ 

Or dancing with his dark-haired Mary, 

Tou*d swear they K&ew no other mood 
But SCrth and Love in Tipperary I 

T. 

Tou*re firee to share his scanty meal, 
EQs plighted word he^ll never vary — 

In vain they tried with gold and steel 
To shake The Faith of Tippenury ! 

VL 

Soft is his cuiUn^a sunny ejre, 
Her mien is mild, her step is airy, 

Her heart is fond, her soul is high — 
Oh I she's The Pride of Tipperary ! 

vn. 
Let Britain, too, her banner brag, 

We*ll lift The Green more proud and t5Tf\ 
Be mine the lot to bear that flag. 

And head The Men of Tipperazyl 
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vm. 
Though Britain boasts her British hosts, 

About them slII right little care ^ 
Gire us, to ^ard onr natiye coasts, 

The Matchless Meu of Tlpperaiy I 



FATHER MATHEW. 



ODE TO A PAINTER ABOUT TO COMMENCE A PICTnUB 
ITXUSTRATINO tHE XiABOUltS OF FATHER MATHEW. 

I. 

Seize thy pencil, child of art I 

Fame and fortune brighten o'er thee ; 
Great thy hand, and great thy heart, 

If well thou do'st the work before thee ! 
Tis not thine to round the shield, 

Or point the sabre, black or gory; 
*Tis not thine to spread the field, 

Where crime is crown'd — ^where guilt is glory 

Q. 

Child of art ! to thee be given 

To paint, in colours all unclouded, 
Breakings of a radiant heaven 

0*er an isle in darkness shrouded 1 
But, to paint them true and well, 

Every ray we see them shedding 
In its very light must teM 

What a gloom 5^/br« was spreadin|^ 
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in. 
Canst thou picture dried-up tears — 

Eyes that wept no longer weepings. 
Faithful woman's wrongs and fears, 

Lonely, nightly vigils keeping — 
Listening ev'iy footfall nigh.- 

Hoping him she loves returning? 
Canst thOu, then, depict her joy, 

That we may know the change from mourning? 

IV. 

Paint in colours strong, hut mild. 

Our Isle's Redeemer and Director— 
Canst thou paint (he man a child, 

Tet shadow forth the mighty victor ? 
Let his path a rainbow span, 

Eveiy hue and coUmr blending — 
Beaming " peace and love" to man. 

And alike o'er atj. extending 1 

T. 

Canst thou paint a land made free — 

From its sleep of bondage woken — 
Yet, withal, that we may see 

What 'twas hrfore the chain was broken ? 
Seize the pencil, child of art ! 

Fame and fortune brighten o'er thee 
Great thy hand, and great thy heart, 

If well thoa do'st the work before thm 
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SONG OF THE PENAL DAYS. 
A.D. 1720. 

BY EDWARD WALSH. 

Air — "J/o Cliraoivin aovinn.^ 
I. 
Te dark-haired youths and elders hoaiy 

list to the wand'ring harper's song, 
BIy clairskeach weeps my true love's story, 

In my true love's native tongue : 
She's bound and bleeding 'ncath the oppressor, 

Few her friends and fierce lier tb^. 
And brave hearts cold who would redress her — 

^fa chreevin emu al(/a, ! 

II. 
My love liad riches once and beauty, 

Till want and sorrow paled lier cl^eck ; 
And stalwart hearts for honour's duty — 

They're crouchu\g now, like cravens sJcel^ 
Oh Heaven ! that e'er this day ol* rigour 

Saw sons of heroes, abject, low— 
And blood and tears thy face disfigure, 

Ma chreevin evin alf/a, ! 

III. 
I sec young virgu\s step the mountain 

As graceful as the bounding fawn. 
With dieeks like heath-flow'r by the foimtairi. 

And breasts like downy ceanavan. 
Shall bondsmen share those beauties ample? 

Shall their pure bosoms' current flew 
To nurse new slaves for them that iffXiiS^ 

K 
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• 

IV. 

Around my dairtheach^a speaking hXkOSTM^,. 

Men, like their fathers tall, arise — 
Their heart the same deep hatred treosoreii 

I read it in their kindling eyes ! 
The same proud brow to frown at danger — 

The same long coulin's gi'aceful flow — 
TIic came dear tongue to cozse the strangar^ 

Ma difwHn evin a^a, ! 

V. 

I'd sing ye more, but age is stealing 

Along my pulse and tuneful fires ; 
Far bolder woke my chord, appealing. 

For craven Sheamns to your sires. 
Arouse to yengeance, men of brav*ry, 

For broken oaths — for altars low — 
For bonds that bind in bitter slav'ry — 

Ma chreevin evin dtga^ 1 



WAS IT A DREAM? 

BY JOIIN O'COOTTELL, M.P. 
I. 

It was an empty dream, perchance— yet seemed a vision high, 
That iiythe midnight hour last night arose before mine eye, 
Two figures — one in woe and chains, the other proud andfree — 
Were mot m convene deep and grave beaide the western sea. 

IL 

"Wliat, re'er content, and restless still!** the proud ona 
sternly cried ; 
"^ •rsootb of freedom prattling still and parting from my side? 
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I bold thy chain, thoii busy fool, mine ire thou mayest provoke^ 
And bring destroetion ou thiiBe bead, but never sbake my 



Then np arose the monimng one, and raised her beanleoni 

head, 
And mild and oabu, though sad hi tone, "my sistei^** thus she 

said, 
" For sitter I would im thee osfl, though tyrant thou hast 

been — 
None feUer, or mflve pitiless, hath hapless sbtve e'er seen. 

''The Bights, the Freedom, that I seek, the Lord of Heaven 

gave, 
That mighty Lord who never willed that earth should hoia a 

slave! 
Those rights— that Freedom thou didst take, I only ask of thee, 
To give mine own to me again, and friends we'll ever be T* 

v. 

The proud one laughed in haughty scorn, and waved a fal- 
chion bright 

O'er the enchained one's head aloft, and dared her to the fight ! 

The flushing cheek and kindling eye bespoke no ierror there, 

But with a strong convulsive grasp, she bow*d to heaven ia 
'prayer ! 

VL 

Then raised her front serene again, and mildly spoke once more 
"Seven long and weary centuries of insnH have r-agsed o*er 
Of insult and of cruel wrong ! and from the eariieat hour, 
K'cn to this day, a tyrant thou bast been. In piM« of po^er 
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** But when distress and enemies came threafningly around, 
Then ooft in words, and falsely kind, thou ever hast been found ! 
Distress again may come to thee, and foreign dangers press, 
And thou be forced to yidd me all, and earn no thankfulness!" 

VJTL 

Again the proud one scornful laughed, and waved again her 

brand, 
The other mutely raised to Heaven her chamed and fettered 

hand — 
Then swift a storm passed o'er the scene, and when its gloom 

was gone, 
riie tyrant form was lowly laid — the captive had her own ! 



THE PATRIOTS BRIDE. 

BY CHS. QAVAN DUTTT, M.P. 

Oh ! give me back that royal dream 

My fancy wrought, 
When I have seen your sunny eyes 

Grow moist with thought ; 
And fondly hop'd, dear love, your heart from mine 

Its spell had caught : 
And laid me down to dream that dream divine, 

But true, methought. 
Of how my life's long task would be, to make youi^ blessed 
as it ought. 
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For your sweet sake, 
To watch with yea — dear friend, with youl— 

Its wonders break ; 
The sparkling Spring in that bri^t fiwe to see 

Its mirror make — 
On snmmer moms to hear the sweet birds idng 

By linn and lake ; 
i.iid know your voice, your magic voice^ could still a grander 
music wake ! 



On some old shell-strewn rock to sit 

In Autumn eves, 
Where gray Killiney cools tho torrid air 

Hot autumn weaves ; 
Or by that Holy Well in moimtain lone 

Where Faith believes 
(Fain would I b'lieve) its secret, darling, wish 

True love achieves, 
Tet, oh I its Saint was not more pure than she to whom xr.7 
fond heart cleaves. 



To see the dank mid-winter night 

Pass like a noon, 
Sultry with thought from minds that teemed. 

And glowed like June ; 
Whereto would pass in sculped and pictured train 

Art*s magic boon ; 
A::il Music thrill with many a haughty strfun, 

And dear old tune, 
Till hearts grew sad to bear the destined honr to port !iad 
come so soon. 
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To wake the old weird world that sleeps 

In Irish lore ; 
The strains sweet foreign Spenser song 

By Mulla*s shore ; 
Dear Corran's airy thoughts, like purple bkds 

That shine and soar ; 
Toners fieiy Ix^es, and all the deathless rows 

that Grattan swore ; 
The songs that once our own dear Darit suog — air, me ! to 
sing no more. 



To search with mother-Ioye the gifts 

Our land can boast — 
Soft Ema*s isles, Neagh*s wooded slopes, 

Clare's iron coast ; 
Kildase, whose legends gray our bosoms stir 

With fay and ghost ; 
Gray Moume, green Antrim, purple Glenmalur — 

Lene's fairy host ; 
With raids to many a foreign land to leaxn to love dear Ire- 
land most. 



And all those proud old victor fields 

We thriU to name ; 
Wliose memories are the stars that light 

Long nights of shame ; 
The Cairn, the Dun, the Rath, the Tower, the Keep, 

That still proclaim 
In chronicles of clay and stone, how true, how deep 

Was Eire's fame. 
Oh ! we shall see them all, with her, that dear dear friend 
we two have lov'd the same. 
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Jet ah I how trner, tendVer still 

Methought did seem 
That. scene of tranquil joy, that happy bomo^ 

By Dodder's stream ; 
The raoming smile, that grew a fixed star 

With love-lit beam, 
The ringing laugh, locked hands, and all the fiir 

And shining stream 
Of daily love, that made our daily life diviner than a (treaxn. 

For still to me, dear friend, dcnr Love, 

Or both — dear Wife, 
Your image comes with serious thoughts, 

But tender, rife ; 
No idle plaything to caress or chide 

In sport or strife ; 
But my best chosen friend, companion, guide, 

To walk through life, 
LinVd hand hi hand, two equal, loving friends, true liiisbaiio 
and true wife. 



THE LOST PATH. 

BY THOMAS DAVIS. 

Air — " Graidfi ma cliroidheJ"* 

I. 
SwSBT thoughts, bright dreams, my comfort bo, 

All comfort else has flown ; 
For ereiy hope was false to rac, 

And here I am, alone. 

• Vulgo: ffra ma dtree {Angfk&, ray heart's I0V8O 
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What thoughts were mine in early yoL-13 : 

like some old Irish song, 
Brunful of love, and life, and truth. 

My spirit gush'd along. 

11. 
I hoped to right my native Lilc, 

I hoped a soldier's fame, 
looped to rest in woman's smile, 

And win a minstrel*! name— 
Oh 1 little have I served my land, 

No laorab prees my brow, 
I have no woman's heart or hand, 

Nor minstrel honours now. 

in. 

But fancy has a magic power, 

It brings me wreath and crown. 
And woman's love, the self-same hour 

It smites oppression down. 
Sweet thoughts, bright dreams, my comforc Ki 

I have no joy beside ; 
Oh ! throng around, and be to me 

Power, countrj', fame, and bride. 



lUDE YOUR TIME 

VY M. J. BABRT. 
T. 

JliDis TOUR TiMic, tlie mom Is breaUi]g; 

Bright with Freedom's blessed ray — 
3iilIioi)s, from their trance awaking, 

?->oa sliall stand in firm array. 
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Man shaH fetter man no longer; 

Liberty shall march sublime : 
Every moment makes you stronger 

Firm, unshrinking, Bide youh Time ! 

n. 
fiiDE YOUB Time — one fiilse step taken 

Perils all you yet have done; 
Undismayed — erect — unshaken >^ 

Watch and yrait, and all is won. 
*Tis not by a rash endeavour 

Men or states to greatness climb... 
Would you win your rights for ever, 

Calm and thoughtful, Bide tour Time I 

III. 
Bide your Time — your worst transgression 

Were to strike, and strike in vam ; 
He, whose arm would smite oppression, 

]\Iust not need to smite again I 
Danger makes the brave man steady — 

Kashness is the coward's crime — 
Be for Freedom's battle ready. 

When it comes — but. Bide ■< our Time I 



THE PRICE OF FREEDOM. 

BY D. F. MCCARTHY. 
I. 

Man of Ireland ! — Heir of sorrow — 
Wronged, insulted, scorned, oppressed-^* 

Wilt thou never see that morrow 
When thy weary heart may rust ^ 
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Lift thiiie eyes, thou outraged cfeatun | 
Nay, look np, for Man thou arU- 

Man in form, in frame, and feature— 
Why not act man^s godlike part ? 

n. 
Thinh, reflect, mqiiire, exsmiD?. 

Is't for tliis God gave you birth — 
With the spectre look of fiimine, 

Tluis to creep along the earth ^ 
Does this world contain no treasures 

Fit for thee, as Man, to wear ? — 
Does this life abound in pleasures. 

And thoU' askest not to share? 

ni. 

Look I the nations are awaking — 

Every cliain that bound them burst! 
At the crystal fountains slaking 

With parched lips their fever thirst ! 
Ignorance, the demon, fleeing, 

Leaves unlocked the fount they sip- 
Wilt thou not, thou wretched being. 

Stoop and cool thy burning lip ? 

IV. 

History's lessons, if thoult read 'em, 

All proclaim this truth to thee : 
Knowledge is the price of freedom — 

Know thyself, and thou art free ! 
Know, oh \ Man, thy proud Tocatdon— > 

Stand erect, with calm, dear brow- 
Happy ! happy, were our nation 

If tliou faadst that knowledge now I 
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T. 

Know Hlj 'wretched, safd condition — 

Know the ills that keep thee so — 
Knowledge is the sole physician — 

Thou -wert healed if thou didst know I 
Those who cnirii, and scofn, and slight thM— 

Those to whom you onoe would kneet— 
Were the foremost then to right thee, 

If thou felt as thon shonldst feel 1 

VI. 

Kot as beggars lowly bending— 

Not in sighs, and groans, and tears— 

But a yoice of thunder sending 
Through thy tyrant brother's ears I 

Tell him he is not thy master- 
Tell him of man's common lot — 

'5'eel life has but one disaster — 
To be a slave, and know it not 1 



if thou knew what knowledge giveth— 

If thou knew how blest is he 
f^ho in Freedom's presence liveth, 

Thou wouldst die, or else be free I 
Round about he looks in gladness— 

Joys in heaven, and earth, and f 
Scarcely heaves a sigh of sadness, 

Save in thoughts of such «• iheo i 
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INNIS-EOGHAIN. 

BT CHAS. OAVAN DUFFY, M.P. 

[iKiris-EoGRAnr (oommonly written InnishoNren and pronoaneed 
Innishone) is a wild and plctaresqae district in the county Donegal, 
Inhabited chiefly by the descendants of the Irish clans permitted to 
remain in Ulster after the plantation of James I. The native language, i 

bnd the old songs and legends of the country, are as universal as the I 

people. One of the most familiar of these legends is, that a troop of | 

Hugh O'Neiirs horse lies in magic sleep in'acave under the hill of 
Aileach, where the princes of the country were formerly installed, 
f hese bold troopers only wait to have the spell removed to rnsh to 
the aid of theh: country; and a man (says the legend) who wandered 
accidentally into the cave, found them lying beside their horses, fully 
armed, and holding tho bridles in their hands. One of them lifted 
Ms head, and asked, *' Is the time come?" bat receiving no answer — 
for the intruder was too much frightened to reply— dropped back into 
ids lethargy. Some of the old folk consider the story an allegory 
and interpret it as they desire.] 

I. 

God bless the gray mountaias of dark Dun na n-gall I* 

God bless Royal Aileach 1 the pride of them all ; 

For she sits evermore, like a queen on her throne, \ 

And smiles on the valleys of Green Innis-Eogain. j 

And fair are the valleys of Green Innis-Eogain, j 

And hardy the fishers that call them their own — | 

A race that nor traitor nor coward has kno\ni, 

Enjoys the fair valleys of Green Innis-Eogain. 



Oh I simple and bold are the bosoms they bear, 
Like the hills that with silence and nature they share ; 
For our God, who hath planted their home near His own, 
Breathed His spirit abroad upon fair Innis-Eogain. 
Then praise to our Father for wild Innis-Eogain, 
Where fiercely for ever the surges are thrown — 
Nor weather nor fortune a tempest hath blown 
Could shake the strong bosoms of brave Innis Eogoia. 
* Donegal. 
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See the bountiful Cnl-daimf careering along-^ 
A type of their manhood so stately and strong — 
On the weary for ever'its tide is bestown, 
So they share -with the stranger in fair Innis-Eogain. 
God gnaid the Jdnd homesteads of fiedr Innis-Eogain, 
Which manhood and virtue have chos^ for their own i 
Kot long shall the nation in slavery groan, 
That rears the tall peasants of fair Innia-Eogain. 



Like the oak of St Bride which nor Devil nor Dane, 
Kor Saxon nor Dutchman could rend from her fane, 
Thflj have dung by the creed and the cause of their own 
Through the midnight of danger in true Innis-Eogain. 
Then shout for the glories of old Innis-Eogam, 
The stronghold that foemen has never overthrown— 
The soul and the spirit, the blood and the bone, 
Thai gnaid the green valleys of true Innis-Eogain. 

y. 

Kor purer of old was the tongue of the Gael, 
When the chaighig aboo made the foreigner quail ; 
That it g^dens the stranger in welcome's soft tone^ 
In the home-loving cabins of kind Innis-Eogain. 

Oh 1 flourish ye homesteads of kind Inni^Eogun, 
Where seeds of a people's redemption are sown ; 
Bight soon shall the fruit of that sowing have grown. 
To bless the kind homesteads of Green Innis-Eogain. 



t The Gouldab,or Culdaff, is adiief river in fhelnnlsbowwi moQD- 
tai&& 
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VI. 

Whan tlif^y tell us th^ tale of a speU-0tii(iken Ijtsd, 
All entranced, with their bodies and broadsirords. in ha&J, 
Wl«.o await but the word to give &in her vwo, 
lliey can read 70U that riddle in pioud Iiuu&-Be^akL 
Huirn for Uie ^eni«n* of proud lBni8-]SQ.g«liL i«^ 
Lcz:^ llvfi the wild Seers of atovt Innts^Eo^ain !..* 
Hay Mary, our niother, be de»f to their moan 
Wlio love iiiot the priwaise pf proud InsiS'ilOgaiB I 



PADDIES EVERMORE. 
Aiit—." Ponies mermor^* 

I. 

The hour is past to fawn or crouch 

As suppliants for our right ; 
Let word and deed unshrinking vouch 

The banded millions' might : 
Let them who scorned the fountain rill, 

Now dread the torrent's roar, 
And heqx our echoed chorus stUl, 

We're Paddies evermore. 



What, tibough they menace rnxSet^g ra«a 

Theu: threats and l^ra despise; 
Or promise justice once again, 

We know their words are lies ; 

* Au Ulster aod Seot^ term ai^iiQ'iBg a persoo s^fteA with ^stecod 
si^l.t"— a prophet 



TllE SPIRIT OP THE NATION, 7f 

We stand resolved those rights to daiiii 

They robbed us of before, 
Oiir o-vvn dear nation and our name, 

As Paddies evermore. 



Look round— the Frenchman governs Fraiic*^ 

The Spaniard rules in Spaic, 
Ttie gallant Pole but waits his chance 

To break the Russian chain ; 
The strife for freedom here begun 

"We never will give o'er, 
Nor own a land on earth but one«~ 

We're Paddies evermore. 

rv. 
That strong and smgle love to crush, 

The despot ever tried — 
A fount it was whose living gush 

Ills hated arts defied. 
*Tis fresh, as when his foot accurst 

AVas planted pn our shore. 
And now and still, as from the first, 

We're Paddies evermore. 

V. 

What reck we though six hundred yean 

Have o'er our thraldom rolled, 
The soul that roused O'Connor's spears, 

Still lives as true and bold; 
Tliv! vide of foreign power to stem 

v>ur fathers bled of yore, 
And we stand here to-day, like tluiii, 

'i'rue Pft'Wiea evermore. 
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VI. 

Where's our allegiance ? With the land, 

For which they nobly died ; 
Our duty? By our cause to stand, 

Whatever chance betide , 
Our cherished hope ? To heal the woes, 

That rankle at her core ; 
Our scorn and hatred? To her foes, 

Like Paddies cvemiore. 

vir. 
The hour is past to fawn or crouch 

As suppliants for our right ; 
Let word and deed unshrmking vouch 

The banded millions* might ; 
Let them who scorned the fountain rill, 

Now dread the torrent's roar, 
And hear our echoed chorus still, 

We're Paddies evermore,^ 

Sliabh Cuiumi 



THE RIGHT ROAD. 

BY THOMAS DAVIS. 

I. 

Let the feeble-hearted pine, 
Let the sickly spirit whine, 
But to work and win be thme, 

While you've life. 
God smiles upon the bold— 
So when your flag's unroU'd, 
Bear it bravely till you're cold 

In the strifOi 
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n. 

If to rank or fame you soar, 
()iit your spirit frankly pour — 
Men will serve you and adore, 

Like a king. 
"Woo yonr girl -with honest pride, 
mi you've won her for your bride — 
Then to her, through time and tide, 

Ever cling. 

III. 

Never under WTongs despair 
Jjabour Icng and everywhere, 
Link your countrymen, prepare, 

And strike home. 
Thus have great men ever wrought, 
Thus must greatness still be sought, 
Thus laboured lov'd, and fought 

Greece and Kome. 



A RALLY FOR IRELAIH). 

BIAY, 1689. 
BY TIIOMAS DAV13. 

I. 

Shout it out, till it rmg 

From Beum-Mor to Cape Cielr 
For our country and king, 
And religion so dear, 

Rally, men ! rally- 
Irishmen I rally! 

F 
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Gather round the dear flag, that, wet with our tean^ 
And torn and bloody, lay hid for long years. 
And now, once again, in its pride re-appears. 

See ! from The Castle our green banner waves, 
Bearing fit motto for uprismg slaves — 
For " Now or Never ! 
" Now and for Ever I" 
Bids you to battle for triuxnpbs or graves-. 
Bids you to burst on the Sassanach knaves-^ 
Rally, then, rally ! 
Irishmen, rally ! 
Shout " Now or Never, 
" Now and for ever I" 
Heed not their fury, however it raves, 
Welcome their horsemen with pikes and with staves, 
Close on their camion, their bay'uets, and glaives, 
Down with theix standard wherever it waves ; 
Fight to the last, and ye cannot be slaves 1. 
Fight to the last^ and you cannot be slaves I 

ir. 
Gallant Sheldon is here, 

And Hamilton, too, 
And Tirconaill so dear, 
And MacCartlia, so true. 

And there are Frenchmen ; 

Skilful and staunch men-^— 

De Rosen, Pontee, Pusignan, and Boisselean, 

And Gallant Lauzun is a coming, you know, 

. With Bealdearg, the kinsman of great Owen T?')i> 

From Sionainn to Bann, and li-om Life to I..^oi|* 
The country in rising for Llbertie. 

• Tlieao rivers are volgarU* bmuo^ SJwanow Wttey Wid X^ 
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Tho' your arms are rude, 
If your courage be good, 
! As the ti-aitor fled will the stranger flee, 

At anotliejr Drom-mlior, from " the Irisliry." 
I Arm peasant and lord 1 

^ Grasp musket and sword 1 

; Grasp pike, stafi; and skian 1 

Give your horses the rein I 
March in the name of his ISIajesty— 
Ulster and Munjgter unitedly — 
Townsman and peasant, like waves of the scji-. 
Xeinster and Cionnacht to victory— 
IBhoulder to slioulder for Liberty, 
Shoulder to siioulder for Liberty. 



'• Kirk, Schomberg and Chm-chill 

Ar e coming— what then ? 
f Wo*ll drive them and Dutch Will 

'.lo ^England agam ; 

We can laugh at each threat, 
For our Parliament's met — 
De CouTcy, 0''Bi?ien, M'Domhnaill, Le Poer, 
O'Neil and St. L.a^vrence, and others <70 kor. 
The choice of the land from Athlone to the shore ? 

Theyni tereal t the last link of the Sassanneh chain— 
They'll © "ve us the lands of our fathers again I 
Tlvcn up ye ! and fight 
JFc r your King and yoiu: Right, 
Or ever tq U c ?i, and never complain, 
Tho' thejj tra ipple your roof-treo, and rifle your &n* 

B^Uy, then, rally! / 
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Fight " Now or Never, 
"Now and for ever I" 
I^ws are in vain without swords to maintain ; 
So, muster as fa.st as the fall of the rain : 
Serried and rough as a iiiild of ripe grain, 
St;md by your flag upon mountain and plain : 
Cliarge till j'ourselves or yx)ur foemen are slain ! 
Fight till yourselves or your foemen are slain I 



EIRE A RUIK. 
Air — Eiblin a Ruin.* 

I. 
lAmg thy fair chiick was pale, 

Eire a rtais— . 
Too well it spake thy tale, 

Eire a ruith^ 
Fondly-nursed hopes betrayed^ 
C'l.illant sons lowly laid, 
All anguisli tlicrc portrayed, 

Eire, a ruin, 

ir. 
Long my dear chirsendf* stt-ing, 

Eire a niin. 
Sang but as captives sing, 

Eire a rutn— 
iVas sorrow's broken ei(^ 
Blent with mirth's recldess oi% 
Saddest of minstrelsy t 

Eire a ndru 

*In \'algar Bpelllog, Elleoii trooa. 



TITE SPIRIT OF THE VATUOt, 85 

HI. 

Still was it thine to cope, 

Mre a ruin — 
Still against hope to hope, 

Eire a ruin, 
Ever through blackest woe, 
Fronting that tyrant foe, 
"Whom thou shalt yet lay low, 

Eire a ruin, 

IV. 

Though he should sue thee now, 

Eire a ruin, 
Heed not his traitor vow, 

Eire a ruin ; 
When didst thou e'er believe, 
"NVhen his false words receive. 
But sorely thou didst grieve, 

Eivfi a rmin ? 

V. 

Millions of hearts are thine, 

Eire a ruin ; 
Millions as one combine, 

Eire a ruin; 
Closei ill peril knit, 
T'atient, though passion-lit— 
For such is triumph writ, 

Eire a ruin, 

?!. 

1 hen let thy clairsMck pour, 

Eire a ruin, 
Wailings of grief no more, 

Eht a ruin, 
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But strains like flash of steel, 
Kindling that fire of zeal, 
Which melts their chains who feel* 
Mre a ruin. 

Slubh CuiLtN?f. 



TONE»S GRAVE. 

BY THOMAS DAVIS. 
I. 

In Bodenstown Churchyaid there is a green grave, 
And wildly along it the winter winds rave ; 
Small shelter, J ween, are the ruin*d walls there, 
Wlien the stonn sweeps down on the plains of Kildare. 

II. 
^nce I lay on that sod — it lies over Wolfe Tone — 
And thought how he perished in prison alone. 
His friends unavenged, and his country unfreed — 
•* Oh, bitter," I said, " is the patriot's meed ; 

III. 
" For in him the heart of a woman combined 
With a heroic life, and a governing mind — 
A martyr for Ireland — ^his grave has no stone — 
His name seldom nam'd, and his virtues unknown." 

IV. 

I vraB woke from my di-eam by the voices and tread 

Of a band, who came into the home of the dead: 

They carried no corpse, and they carried no stone, 

' '^ they stopped wheo they came to the grave of AVolfeTon«. 
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V, 

There vere students and peasants, the wise and the bravo^ 
And an old man who knew him from cradle to grave. 
And children who thought me hard-hearted ; for tney, 
On that sanctified sod, were forbidden to plaj'. 

Vi. 
But the old man, who saAV I was mourning there, said, 
" We come, sir, to weep where young Wolfe Tone is laid, 
AJid we're going to raise him a monument, too — 
A plain one, yet fit for the simple and true." 



My heart overflow'd, and I clasped liis old hand, 
And I bless'd him, and bless'd every one of his band ; 
" Sweet I sweet ! 'tis to find that such fiiith can remain 
To the cause, and the man go long vanquish'd and slain." 



X. 



in Bodenstown Chm-chyard there is a green graven 

And freely around it let winter winds rave 

\ Far better they suit him — the ruin and gloom, 
Till Ireland, a nation, can build him a tomb. 
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THE SHAN VAN VACHT, 

(«'i:Ol'KlU.Y ^V^ T-3KAX BUBLVN BHOClir>), 
A.D. 1176. 
BY SIICHAEL DOHKNT. 
I. 

Tub sainted isle of old, 

Says the Shan Van Vanhij 
The sainted isle of old, 

Says the Shan Van Vadit, 
The parent and the mould 
Of the beautiful and bold, 
Has her blithesome heart waxed cold ? 

Says the Slum Van VachL 

u. 
The Saxon and the Dane, 

Says the Shan Van Vacht, 
The Saxon and the Dane, 

Says the Shan Van Vacht, 
The Saxon and the Dane, 
Our immortal hills profane. 
Oh 1 confu^on seize the twain. 

Says the Shan Van VachL 

III. 
IV'hat are the Chiefs to do ? 

Says the Shan Van Vacht ; 
"What are the Chiefs to do ? 

Says the Shan Van Vw:ht, 
What should the Chieftains do, 
3hit to treat the hireling crew, 
To a touch of Brian Boru ? 

Says the Shan Van Vaclu 
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IV. 

They came across tho wave, 

Says thft Shan Van Vac/U, 
They came across the wave, 

Says the Shan Van Tacht, 
They came across tho wave, 
But to plunder and enslave, 
And should find a robber's grave. 

Says the Shan Van Vachi. 

V. 

Then be the trusty brand, 

Says the Shan Van VacJu, 
Then be the trusty brand 

Says the Shan Van Vachi^ 
Then be the trusty brand. 
Firmly clutched m every hand. 
And v/o*ll scourge them from the lantl, 

Says the Shan Van VachL 

VI. 

There's courage yet and truth, 

Says the Shan Van VacJit, 
There's courage yet and truth, 

Says the Shan Van VaclU; 
There's a God above us all, 
And whatever may befal, 
Ko invader fhaU enthrall, 

Says the Shan Van Vucht, 
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THE GATBXRING OF THE NATION. 

BT J. D. FRAZER. 
I. 

Those scalding tears — those scalding tearf 

Too long have fallen in vain — 
Up with the banners and the spears, 
And let the gathered grief of years 

Show sterner stuff than rain. 
The lightning, in that stormy hour 

When forth defiance rolls, 
Shall flash to scathe the Saxon powV, 
But melt the links our long, long show'r 

Had rusted round our souls. 

II. 
To bear the -wrongs we can redress 

To make a thing of time — 
The tyranny we can repress — 
Eternal by our dastardness ! 

Were crime — or worse than crime. 
And we, whose best — and worst was shame^ 

From first to last alike. 
May take, at length, a loftier aim, 
And stiiiggle, since it is the same 

To suffer — or to strike. 

lU. 

Wliat hatred of perverted might 

ITio cruel hand inspires, 
That robs the linnet's eye of sight, 
To make it sing both day and night ! 

Yet thus they cubb'd our sires, 
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By blotting out the ancient lore, 

Wliere every loss was shown 

Up with the flag I we stand before 
The Saxons of the days of yore, 

In Saxons of our own. 



Denial met our just demands I 

And hatred met our love ! 
Till now, by Heaven ! for grasp of hands, 
We'll give them clash of battle-brands, 

And gauntlet 'stead of glove. 
And may the Saxon stamp his heel 

Upon the coward's front. 
Who sheathes his own uubroken steel, 
Until for mercy tyrants kneel. 

Who forced us to the brunt I 



THE GERALDINES. 

BY THOMAS DAVIS» 
I. 

The Geraldines ! the Geraldines ! — *tis full a thousand years 

Since, *mid the Tuscan \'ineyards, bright flashed their battle- 
spears; 

When Capet seized the crown of Frtmce, their iron shields 
were known, 

And thdr sabrc-duit struck terror on the banks of the Garonne: 
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Across the downs of Hastings they spurred hard by \rilhaiirj 

side, 
And the gray sands of Palestine Avith Moslem blood they dyed \ 
15ut never then, nor thence till now, have falsehood or disgrace 
Been seen to soil Fitzgerald's plume, or mantle in his face. 



n. 

The Geraldmes! the Geraldines! — 'tis true, m Strongbow'* 

van. 
By lawless force, as conquerors, their Irish reign began ; 
And, oh ! through many a dark campaign they proved their 

prowess stem, 
[n Ldnster's plains, and Munster's vales, on king, and chief, 

and kerne : 
put noble was the cheer within the halls so rudely won, 
^nd gen*rous was the steel-gloved hand that had such 

slaughter done ; 
How gay their laugh, how proud their mien, you'd ask no 

herald's sign — 
Among a thousand you had known the princely Geraldine. 

III. 
These Geraldines I these Geraldines ! — ^not long our air they 

breathed ; 
Not long they fed on venison, in Irish water seethed ; 
Not often had their children been by Irish mothers nursed, 
When from their full and genial hearts an Irish feeling burst! 
The English monarchs strove in vain, by law, ana force, and 

bribe, 
To win from Irish tlioughts and ways this " more than Irisb^ 

tribe ; 
For still they clung to fosterage, to h^eitkeamh^ cloak and bard: 
'\\'liat king dare say to Geraldine, "yom: Irish wife discard V" 
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IV. 

Tb Geraldiiies ! re Geraldincs ! — ho^v royally you reigned 
0*er Desmond broad, and ricli Kildare, and English arts 'Jis- 

daincd ; 
Your sword made kniglils, your banner waved, free was yoiir 

bugle call 
By Gleann's* green slopes, and Daingean'sf tide, from Bcar- 

bha'sj banks to Eochaill.§ 
What gorgeous shrines, what breitkeaniJi\\ lore, what minstrel - 

feasts there were 
In and around Magh Nuadhaid's^ keep, and palace-filled 

Adare ! 
But not for rite or feast ye stayed, when friend or kin were 



And foemen fled, when " Crom ahu"** bespoke your lance in 
rest. 



Yo Geraldines 1 yc Geraldincs ! — since SiHtcn 'fliomas flung 
King Henry's sword on council board, the English thanes 

among. 
Ye never ceased to battle brave against the English sway, 
Though axe and brand and treachery your proudest cut awa}-, 
(")f Desmond's blood, through woman's veins passed on tli' ex- 
hausted tide ; 
His title lives — a Sassanach chui*l usurps the lion's hide : 
And, though Kildare tower haughtily, there's ruin at the root, 
Else why, since Edward fell to eartlu had such a tree no fruit i 



♦ Anffl G\yW. f Amjl Wngle. t Angl Barrow. 

§ Angl. YougUal. || Angl Brehon. % Angl. Maynootta 

^* Formerly the war cry of the Geraldincs ; and now their raot>» 
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vr. 
True Geraldlnes ! brave GerakLlnes ! — as torrents mooLitbe 

earth, 
You channelled deep old Ireland's heart by constancy and 

worth : 
When Guickle 'lea^iered Limerick, the Irish soldiers gazed 
To see if in the settmg sun dead Desmond's banner bhued 1 
And still it is the peasants' hope upon the Cuirreach's* mere, 
" Thev lire, who'll see ten thousand men with good Lord 

Edward here"— 
So let them dream till brighter days, when, not by Edward's 

shade, 
But by some leader true as he, their lines shall be arrayed I 

These Geraldines ! these Geraldines ! — rain wears away the 

rock, 
And time may wear away the tribe that stood the battle's 

shock, 
But, ever, sure, while one is left of all that honoured race, 
la fipont of Ireland's chivalry is that Fitzgerald'* place: 
And, though the last were dead and gone, how many a field 

and town, 
From Hiomas CJourt to Abbej'feile, would cherish their renown, 
And men will say of valour's rise, or ancient powers declme, 
' *T^vill never soar, it never shone, as did the Geraldine." 

vin. 
The Geraldmcs 1 the Geraldinca !— and are there any fears 
Witliin the sons of conquerors for full a thousand years? 
Can treason springfrom out a soil bedewed with martyr's blood ? 
..Or has that grown a purling brook, which long rushed down 
a tiOQd ?— 

* Anffl, Curragh 
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By Desmond **w^P* ^^^'^ sr\*'ord and fire,— by clan and keep 

laid low, — 
By Silken Thomas and his kin, — ^by sainted Edward I N) 1 
The forms of centuries rise up, and in the Irish line 
Command their sox.to take the post that pits thk 

Gbraldine !* 



HYMN OF FREEDOM. 

BY M. J. BARRT, 
I. 

God of Peace ! before thee, 

Peaceful, here we kneel, 
Humbly to implore thee 

For a nation's weal ; 
Calm her sons' dissensions, 

Bid their discord cease, 
End their mad contentions— 

Hear us, God of Peace ! 

' ^^• 

God of Love ! low bending 

To thy throne we turn — 
T^et thy rays descending 

Tlirough our island bum; 
Let no strife divide us, 

But, from Heaven above, 
Look on us and guide u^^ 

Hear us, God of Love I 

fTbe eoDdiidlnMtiWBA, ROW flrpt pll^1U^•4, w«l f»l»4 IWM IH 
r;ftttiw'fp«pwi!t— Bu ^ 
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in. 
God of Battles ! aid us ; 

Ij&t no despot's might 
Trample or degrade ns, 

Seeking tliis our right'. 
Arm us for the danger; 

Keep all craven fear 
To our bi*easts a sti-anger— 

God of Battles ! hear. 

IV. 

God of Right ! preserve us 

Just— as we are strong; 
Let no passion swen'e us 

To one act of wrong- 
Let no thought, unholy, 

Come our cause to blight .«• 
Thus we pray thee, lowly — 

Hear iia, God of Right ! 

V. 

God of Vengeance 1 smite xu 

With thy shaft sublime, 
If one bond unite us 

Forged in fraud or crimd I 
But, if himibly kneeling, 
We implore thine ear. 
For our rights appealing— 
GodofNatioiUl hear. 
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THE UNION. 

I. 

How Cjd they pass the Union? 

By pequiy and fraud ; 
By slaves who sold their land for gold, 

As Judas sold his God : 
By all the savage acts that yet 

Have followed England's track : 
The pitchcap and the bayonet, 
The gibbet and the rack. 

And thus was passed the Union, 

By Pitt and Castlereagh; 
Could Satan send for such an end 
More worthy tools than they ? 

IL 

How thrive we by the Union ? 
Look round our native land: 
In mined trado and wealth decayed 

See sUveiy^s surest brand; 
Onr glory as a nation gone — 

Our substance drained away — 
A wretched province trampled on, 
Is all weVe left to-day. 

Then curse with me the Union, 

That juggle foul and base, 
The baneful root that bore emix fruH 
Of nun and disgrace. 

m. 
And shnll it last, this Union. ^ 
. To grind and waste us 80? 

^p 0*er hill and lea, from s^a to Mi, 

AUIreUsdtbimdr^^ol 
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Eight million necks are stiff to bow — 

"We know ora* might as men — 
We conquered once before, and now 
TVe'U conquer once again ; 

And rend the cursed Union, 

And fling it to the wind— . 
And Ireland's laws in Ireland's canse 
Alone our hearts shall bind ! 

Sliabu Cuiuxv. 



THE PEASANT GIRLS. 

I. 
The Peasant Girl of merrj' France, 

Beneath her trellis'd vine, 
Watches the signal for the dance — 

The broad, red sun's decline. 
*Tis there — and forth she flies with gle« 

To join the circling band, 
VHiilst mirthful sounds of minstrelsy 

Are heard throughout the land. 

It. 

And fair Italians Peasatnf Girl, 

The Amo*8 banks beside. 
With myrtle flowers that shine like pearl, 

Will braid at eventide 
Her raven locl« ; and to the SKy, 

With eyes of liquid light, 
tiook up and bid her lyre outsigh — 

" Was e?\'er land so bright ?*' 
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m. 
The Peasant Girl of England, we 

With lip of rosy dye, 
Beneath her sheltering cottage tree, 

Smile on each passer by. 
She looks on fields of yellow grain, 

Inhales the bean-flower's seeat, 
And seems, amid the fertile plain, 

An image of content 

IV. 

The Peasant Girl of Scotland goes 

Aeross her Highland hill. 
With cheek that emulates the rose, 

And voice the 8kylark*8 thrill. 
Her tartan plaid she folds around, 

A many-colotired vest — 
I^e of what varied joys have found 

A home In her kind breast. 



The Feasant Girl of Irdctnd, she 

Has left her cabin home, 
Bearing white wreaths — ^wliat can it be 

Invites her thus to roam? 
Her eye has not the joyotis ray 

Should to her years belong ; 
And, as she wuids her languid wi^, 

She carols no sweet son^ 

VI. 

Oh ! soon upon the step and glance 

Grief does the work of age; 
And it has been her hapless chanoa 

To open that dark page. 
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Tiie liapp7 hai'vest home was o'er, 
The lierce tithe-gatherer came ; 

And her young lover, m his gore, 
Fell by a murderous aim I 

vn. 
\ Then, well may youth's bright glance be gOKe 

For erer from that eye, 
And soon will sisters weep upon 

The grave that she kneels by ; 
And well may prouder hearts than those, 

That there place garlands, say — 
' Have Ireland's peasant girls such woes?— 
When will they pass away?" 



THB BATTLE EVE OF THE BRIGADE. 

BY THOMAS DAVIS. 

AiB— " Contented I am,^ 

I. 
Tttfi mess-tent is full, and the glasses are set, 
And the gaUant Count Thomond is president yet ; 
The veteran arose, like an uplifted lance, 
Crying — '* Comrades, a health to the monarch of France 1** 
With bumper!) and cheers they have done as he bade, 
For King Iiouis is loVd by The Irish Brigade. 

n. 
'* A health to King James," and they bexft as they qoaff'd, 
^w%'% to G«org9 the Ekotw^^^ and fiwoely tbigr iio^^ 
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** Good luck to the girls we woo'd long ago, 

\Vliere Sionaiim,* and Bearbha^f and Abliain-dubh^ How ;'^ 

God prosper Old Ireland," you'd think them afraid, 
6o pale grew the chiefs of The Irish Brigade. 

III. 
"But, surely, that light cannot come from our lamp ? 
And that noise — are they all getting drunk in the camp ?" 
^ Hurrah ! boys, the morning of battle is come, 
And the ffenerale's beating on many a drum." 
6o they rush from the revel to join the parade ; 
For the van is the right of The Irish Brigade. 

IV. 

They fought as they revell'd, fast, fieiy, and true, 
And, though victors, they left on the field not a few ; 
And they, who surviv'd, fought and drank as of yore, 
But the land of their heart's hope they never Scaw more, 
For in far foreign fields, from Dunkirk to Belgrade, 
Lie the soldiers and chielis of The Irish Brigade. 



THE SONGS OF THE NATION. 

BY EDWARD WALSH. 
I. 

Yk songs that resound in the homes of our island — 
That wake the wild echoes by valley and highland — 
Tiiat kindle the cold with their forefather's story — 
Th'jt point to the ardent the pathway of glory I — 

• SJiacnon. » Bairow. ♦ Avoudhu or Black-ualcr. 
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Ye send to the banished, 

0*er ocean's far wave, 

The hope that had vanibhM, 

The vow of the brave ; 

And teach each proud despot of loftiest station, 

To pale at your spell-word, sweet Songs of Tiis Natiow' 



Sweet songs I ye reveal, through the viata of ag«8^ 
Our monarchs and heroes — our luiustreU aud sages — 
The splendour of Eamhain* — the glories of Teambai)*,t 
When Erin was free from the Saxon defamer— . 
Tlie green banner flying — 

The fiisii of the Gad — 
The Sassanach dying — 

His matron's wild Avail — 
These glories forgotten, with magic ci^eation 
Burst bright at your spell- word, sweet songs o£ The NAnoai ! 



TIic minstrels who waken these wild notes of freedom, 
Have hands for green Erin — if Erin should need 'em ; 
And heai-ts for the wrcMig'd one wherever he ranges. 
From Zebla to China — from SionaiunJ to Ganges— 

And hate for his foeman, 
All hatred above — 

And love for dear woman, 
The tendercst love — 
But cliiefest the fair ones whose eyes' animation 
Is the spell tlvat inspires the sweet songs of The Nation \ 



* The palace of the Ulster Kings, near Armagh, Latiniaod 
\ Tara. t Shannon. 
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THE DAY-DREAMER. 

BY CHS. GAVAN DIIFFY, M.P. 
Z. 

What joy was mioe in the gallant time, 

When I vraa an Outlaw bold I 
Girt with my dan in the glades of Truagii ) 

Or shut in my castle-hold 
In solemn Feis,* with the Brehong gray, 

And the stalwart Chie& of old. 

H. 

How many a tranoed hour I sat 

At the &et of the Soldier-Saint ;t 
Or drank high hopes from our dauntless Hugh 

That cordial the hearts of the faint ; 
Or wove bold plots with untiring Tone, 

To blot out the Isle's attaint. 

in. 
What deeds we vowed to the dear old land J 

What solemn words we spoke ; 
How never we'd cease or sleep in peace 

'Till we shattered the Stranger's yoke ; 
And not with a storm of windy words, 

But many a soldier stroke. 

IV. 

We'd knotted whips for the Saxon churls, 

And steel for the Norman peers, 
And a gallows high for the pampered priests 

Who were drunk with the peasants' tears— 
And the Towers grim where the Robbers laired, 

Wc dfished them about their ears ! 

'EvJ>* tjio public council cf lUc ancient Irish, f St. Itorcan 0*TuCJ|iUJ 
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V. 

We lifted the buried harp anew, 
With- its guardian spear and skeane,f 

And forth we sent to the listening land, 
Full many a mystic strain, 

Which scattered the slavish fear away 
That hong on its breast like a cham. 

VI. 

The torrcnt^s voice in the slumbVing nigut 
Is tame to the words we spake, — 

The tempest words in whose fiery breath 
The thrones and dominions shake ; 

Till lo I from their sleep the people rose, 
And their chains like a reed they brake. 

VII. 

It stirs me still, that solemn sight 
Of the proud old laud made free ; 

Our flag afloat from her castles tall. 
And the ships on the circling sea — 

And the joyful voice, like a roll of drums, 
Of the Kation's jubilee ! 



A BALLAD OF FREEDOM. 

BY THOMAS DAVIS. 
I. 

I'll IS Frenchman sailed in FreedonVs name to smite the Alge- 

rine, 
Yh3 strife was short, the crescent sunk, and then his guiU 

was seen, 

t Skcanc, properly SkiaHj the dagger of the liisU. 
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IfoTf nestilo^ Ia the pirate^s hold — a fiercer pirate far — 

He bade the tribes yield up their flocks, the towns their gates 

unbar. 
Right on he pressed with freemen's hands to subjugate the 

free, 
The Berber in old Atlas glens, the Moor in Titteri : 
And wider had his razzias spread, his cruel conquests broader 
But God sent down to face his fixiwn, the gallant Abdcl- 

Kader— 

The fiiithful Abdel-Kader I nnconquered Abdel-Kader ! 

Like falling rock, 

Or fierce nxoc — 

No savage or marauder — 

Son of a slave ! 

First of the brave ! 

Hurrah for Abdel-Kader 1* 

u. 

ITic Englishman, for long' long years, had ravaged Gauges^ 

side — 
A dealer first, intriguer next, he conquered far and wido, 
Till, hurried on by avarice, and tliirst of endless rule, 
U«s sepoys pierced to Candaliar, his flag waved in Cabul ; 
But still within the conquered land, was one unconquercd nuir., 
Tiic fierce Pushtanif lion, the fieiy Akhbar Khan — 
He slew the sepoys on the suow, till Sindli'sf full flood thjy 

swam It 
Right rapidly, content to flee the son of Dost Mohammed, 

• This namo is pronounced Cawder. The French say that Iheir 
fH'catfoe was a glare's son. Be it so— he has a licro's and freeman'^ 
heart " Hurrah for Abdel-Kader I" 

t Tliis is the name by which the AfTghans call themselves. Affghaa 
Is a Persian name xfico £lphinstono*s deligl'.tful book on Cabul.) 
Note, too, that in most of tliuir words a sounds aw, u sounds oo, acrf 
i sounds ee. 

t The real nam* r.f the Indus, which is % Latinised wcrou 
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The sou of Dost Mohammed, and brave old Dost Mohammed—' 
Oh ! long may they 
Their mountains sway, 
AMibar and Dost Mohammed I 
Long live the Dost I 
Who Britain crost, 
Hurrah for Dost M(^ammed I 



The Russian, lord of million serfs, and nobles serflier still, 
Indignant saw Circassians sons bear up against his will ; 
With fierj' ships he lines their coast, his armies cross thdi 

streams ; 
He builds a hundred fortresses — las conquest done, he deems 
But, steady rifles — rushing steeds — a crowd of nameless chiefs, 
The plough is o'er his arsenals ! — his fleet is on the reefs 1 
The maidens of Eabyntica are clad in Moscow dresses — 
His slavish herd, how dared they beard the mountain-bred 

Cherkesses! 
The lightemng Cherkesses! — ^the thundering Cherkesses! 
May Elburz top 
In Azof drop, 
Ere Cossacks beat Cherkesses I 
The fountain head 
Whence Eiu:ope spread — 
Hurrah for the tall Cherkesses I* 

IV. 

But Bnseia preys on Poland's fields, where Sobieski reigned ; 
And Austria on Italy — ^the Roman eagle chained — 

• Cherkesses or Abdyes Is the right name of the so-called, Circas- 
sians. Kabyntica is a town in the heart of the Caucasia, of whlcli 
Mount Elburz is the summit. Blmneubach, and other physiologisks, 
assert tliat the finer European races descend from a Circassian stccV 
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Bohemia, Servia, Himgaiy, 'witbin her dutcheSi gaq) ; 
And Ireland straggleB gaUanUy ki England'a loosening grasp. 
Oh I would aU these their etrengtiii mute, or batUe on alone, 
'^ke Moor, Pnshtai^ and Cherkess, th«gr soon would have 

their own. 
Hurrah 1 hurrah I it can*t be &r, when from the Scindh to 

Sion 



Shall gleam a line of fireemen's flags begirt by ^eemen's can- 

Bon! 
The coming duf of Freedom — the ^Uushing flags of Freedom ! 
The vktor glaive-^ 
The mottoes brave, 
SCay we be there to read them 1 
Tliat g^orioiu noon, 
God send it soon — 
Hurrah I for human Freedom I 



"CEASE TO DO EVUi-LEABN TO DO WELL." 
— Inicription on OPConneWs Prison. 

BY D. p. M CARTHY. 

Oh I thou whom-sacredTduty hither calls, 
Some glorious hours in freedom's cause to dwell, 

Read the mute lesson on thy prison walls — 
^* Cease to do eviU-leam to do well !** 

I. 
If haply thou art .one of genius vast, 

Of generous heart, of mind sublime and grand, 
Who all the spring-time of thy life has pass'd 

Battling with tyrants for thy native land-* 

■* Sbanuoo. 
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If Uiou liast spent thy summer as thy prinio, 
The serpent brood of bigotry to quell, 

Kopent, repent thee of thy hideous crime— 
" Ceaae to do ovfl — loam to do well !" • 

n. 
If thy great heart beat warmly in the cause 

Of outraged inan, whatever his race might be^. 
If thou hast preached the Christianas equal laws, 

Aiid stayed the lash beyond the Indian sea — 
\t at thy call a nation rose sublime — 

If at thy voice seven million fetters fell, 
Repent, repent thee of thy hideous crime — 

" Cease to do evil— learn to do well !" 



If thou hast seen thy country's quick decay, 

And, like a prophet, raised thy saving hand, 
And pointed out the only certam way 

To stop the plague that ravaged o'er the land !- 
If thou hast summoned from an alien clime 

Her banished senate here at home to dwell, 
Ilepent, repent thee of thy hideous crime — 

" Cease to do evil — learn to do well !" 

IV. 

Or if, perchance, a yoimger man thou art, 

Whose ardent soid in throbbings doth aspire, 
Come weal come woe, to play the patriot's part 

In tlie bright footsteps of tliy glorious sire I 
If all the pleasures of life's youthful time 

Thou hast abandoned for the martyr's cell, 
Do thou repent thee of thy liidcous crime— 

" Ccjisc (0 do cvjl— learn to do well !" 
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V. 

Or art thou one whom early sc'nicf^ led 

To walk with Newton through tho imnenatf of Heaven ; 
Who soared mth Milton, and with Mina bled, 

And all thou hadst in Freedom's cause hath given ! 
Oh ! fond enthusiast — in the after time 

Our children's children of your worth shall tell— 
England proclaims thy honesty a crime — 

"Cease to do evil — ^leam to do well !" 

VI. 

Or art thou one whose strong and fearless pen 

Roused the Young Isle, and bade it dry its tears, 
And gathered round thee, ardent, gifted men, 

The hope of Ireland in the coining years; 
Who dares in prose and heart-awakening rhyme 

Bright hopes to breathe, and bitter truths to tell I 
Oh 1 dangerous criminal, repent thy crime— 

" Cease to do evil— learn to do well !" 

vn. 
" Cease to do evil'' — ay ! ye madmen, cease I 

Cease to love Ireland — cease to serve her well ; 
Make with her foes a foul and fatal peace, 

And quiek will ope your darkest, dreariest celL 
<* Learn to do weQ" — ay I learn to betray— 

Learn to revile the land in which yon dwell — 
Kngland will bless yon on your altered way — 

" Cease lo do evil — leam to do well I" 
Third We^lc of QComtXCs Itnprisonment, 
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THE SWORD. 

BT M. J. BARRY. 
I. 

What rights the brave ? 
The sword f 
What fipees the skve ? 
. The Bword I 

What cleaves in twain 
The Despot's chain, 
And mates his gyves and dungeona vate 
The sword I 

CHORUS. 

Then cease thy protid task nevee, 
While rests a link to sever, 
OdarA of the free. 
Well cherish thee, 
And keep thee bright for ever ! 

n. 

What checks the knatt ? 

The fiwora ! 
What smites to save? 

The sword J 
What wreaks the wrong 
Unpmiished lon^,- 
At h4st, upon the gidlty strong? 

The pword ! 

CHORtA 

Then cease thy proud task never, &c 
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m. 
Wliat shelters right ? 

The sword 1 
What makes it might ? 

The sword I 
What strikes the crown 
Of tyrants doTvn, 
And answers with its flash theur frown t 
Thes^ord! 

CHOBUS. 

Then cease thy proud task neveri Ae; 

IV. 

Still be thou true, 

Good sword t 
We'll die or do, 

€rOod sword I 
Leap forth to light 
If tyrants smite, 
And trust our arms to wield thee right, 

Good sword I 

CHORUS. 

Ted ! cense thy proud task nev«r 
While rests a link to serer, 

Guard of the free, 

Well cherish thee, 
ibid keep thee bright for ever I 
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A DREAM OF THE FUTURR 

BT D. F. M'CABTIIY. 
I. 

I DitE.V3rr a dream, a dazzling di-eam, of a green Isle far awaj. 
Where the glowing west to the ocean's breast calleth the dying 

day; 
And that island green was as fair a scene as ever man^s eye did 

see, 
With its chieftains bold, and its temples old, and its homea 

and its altars free ! 
No foreign foe did that green isle know — ^no stranger band i\, 

bore, 
Save the merchant train from snnny Spain, and from Afric's 

golden shore I 
And the yonng man's heart would fondly start, and the old 

man's eye would smile, 
As their thoughts would roam o*er the ocean foam to that 

lone and "holy isle T 

ir. 
Teari^ passed by, and the orient sky blazed with a newbonr 

light, 
And Bethleh»m's star shone bright afar o*er the lost worMO 

darksome night ; 
^d the diamond Bhrinee from plimdered mines, and the gol 

d^ &nes of Jove, 
Melted away in the blaze of day at the simple speU-word—. 

Love! 
The light serene o*er that island green played with its savir^ 

beams, 
And the fires of Baal waxed dins and pal9 Uk« th9 ston I 
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And 'twas joy to hear, in tlie bright air clear, from out each 
sunny glade, 

The tuikling bell, from the quiet cell, or the cloister's tran- 
quil shade ! 



III. 

A doud of night o'er that dream so bright soon with its dark 

wing came. 
And the happy scene of that island green was lost in blood 

and shame; 
For its kings unjust betrayed their trust, and its queens, 

though fair, were frail — 
&.nd a robber band, from a stranger lancU with their war« 

whoops filled the gale ; 
^ fatal spell on that green isle fell_a shadow of death an(3 

gloom 
Passed withermg o'er, from shore to shore, like the breath ok 

the foul simmoom ; 
And each green hill's side was crimson dyed, and each stream 

rolled red and wild. 
With the mingled blood of the brave and good— of mother, 

and maid, and child 1 



IV. 

Dark was my dream, though many a gleam of hope through 

that black night broke. 
Like a star's bright form through a whistling storm, or the 

moon through a midnight oak ! 
And many a time, with its wings sublime, and its robes of 

saffron light, 
WoiJd the morning rise on the eastern skies, but to vanish 

again in night 1 
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For, in abject prayer, the people there still raised their fet- 
tered hands, 

When the sense of right and the power to smite are the spirit 
that commands ; 

For those who would sneer at the moamer^s tear, and hee& 
not the suppliant's sigh, 

Wcild bow m awe to that first great law— a banded nation's 
cry! 

V. ^ 

At length arose o*er that isle of woes a dawn with a steadier 

smile, 
And in happy nour a voice of powet awoke the slumbering 

Islcl 
And the people all obeyed the call of their chief's unsceptred 

hand, 
Vowing to raise, as in ancient days, tho name of their own 

dear land 1 
]&ry dream grew bright as the sunbeam's light, as I watche(l 

tliat Isle's career 
Tljrongh the varied scene and the joys serene of many a future 

year — 
And, oh! what thrill did my bosom fill, as I gazed on a pil- 
lared pile, 
Where a senate once more in power watched o'er the rights 

of that lone gi*cen Isle I 
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THE EXTERMINATOR'S SONG. 

BY JOIIN CORNELIUS O'CALLAGHAH 

Air — "Tw lam the Gipsy Kingy 

I. 
'TIS I am the poor man's scourge, 

And where is the scourge like me ? 
My land, from all Papists I purge, 

Who think that their votes should be free— 
AVho think that their votes should be free! 
For huts only fitted for brutes, 

My agent the last penny wrings ; 
And my serfs live on water and roots, 
Wliile I feast on the best of good things 1 
For I am the poor man's scourge ! 
For I am the poor man*s scourge I 
Chorus of the Editors of the Nation) 

Yes you are the poor man's scourge ! 
But of sttcli the whole island well purge! 



A despot, and strong one, am I, 

Since a Dnimmond no longer is here, 

To my " duties" to point ev'ry eye. 
Though of " rights" I wish only to hear- 
Though of " rights" I wish only to hear ! 

If conspiracies I apprehend, 

To throw off my rack-renting rule. 

For a ^^ Special Commission" I send 
To my friends f/?'ne old Tory school 
For I am the poor man's scourge ! 
For I am the poor man's scourge I 
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(Choi'Ui of the Editors of die Nation) 

Yes, you are the poor man's scourge I 
But of such the whole island we'll pur^e^ 

III. 
I prove to the world I'm a man, 

In a way very pleasant to show $ 
I corrupt all the tenants I can, 
And of children I have a long row-. 
And of children I have a long row 1 
Wy cottiers must all cringe to me. 

Nor grudge me the prettiest lass ; 
0: they know very well that they'll see 
Their hovels as flat as the grass I 
For 1 am the poor man's scourge! 
For I am the poor man^s sconi^ t 
(Chorus of the Editors of the Nation) 

Yes, you are the poor man^s scourge I 
But of swih the whole island well purge ! 

IV. 

If a Connor my right should deny, 

To " do what I like with my own I** 
For the rascal I've soon a reply, 

Into gaol for " seditiorC^ he's thrown— 
Into gaol for " sedition^ he's thrown I 
The Tariff is bringing rents do^vn — 

Yet more cash from the farmer I'll squeezes 
Aiul, for fear of being shot, come to town 
To drink, game, and intrigue at my ease . 
For I am the poor man's scourge! 
For I am the poor man's scourge ! 
,Choru3 of the Editors of the Nation) 

"^'es, you are the poor man's scourge I 
^ut of suc/i the whole island we'll purge! 
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ANNIJi: DEAR. 

BY THOMAS DAVIS. 
f. 

Our mountain brooks were nishing, 

Annie, dear, 
The Autumn eve was flushing, 

Aimie, dear; 
But brighter was your bhishing. 
When first, your mimnurs hushing, 
I told my love outgushing, 

Annie, dear. 

IF. 

Ah ! but our hopes were splendid, 

Annie, dear, 
How sadly they have ended, 

Annie, dear; 
The rmg betwixt us broken, 
When our vows cf love were spoken, 
Of your poor heart was a token, 

Annie, dear. 

III. 
The primrose flow're were shining, 

Annie, dear, 
When on my breast reclining, 

Annie, dear, 
Began our Mi-na-Meala, 
And many a month did follow 
Of joy— but life is hollow, 

Annie, dear. j 
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IV. 

For once, ^vlien home rcturnnigf, 

Annie, dear, 

I found our cottage biu-ning, 

Annie, dear; 

Around It were the yeomen. 

Of every ill an omen, 

The country's bitter focmen, 

Annie, dear. 

V. 

But why arose a morrow, 

Annie, dear. 
Upon that uight of sorrow, 

Annie, dear? 
Far better, by thee lying, 
Their bayonets defying, 
Than live an exile sighing, 

Annie, dear. 



A NEW YEAR'S SONO 

I. 
Mr countrymen, awake ! arise! 

Our work begins anew, 
Your mingled voices rend the skiv; , 

Your hearts are firai and true ; 
You've bravely marched, and nobly met. 

Our little green isle through ; 
But, oh ! my friend'?, tliere's something yet 

!?'•• Irighjnen to do ! 
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IX. 

As long as Erin hears the clink 

Of base ignoble chains — 
As long as one detested link 

Of foreign rule remains — 
As long as of our rightful debt 

One smallest fraction's duc^ 
So long, my friends, there's something yet 

For Irishmen to do ! 

III. 
Too long weVe borne the servile yoke — 

Too long the slavish chain — 
Too long in feeble accents spoko, 

And ever spoke in vain — 
Our wealth has filled the spoiler's net, 

And goiTg'd the Saxon crew ; 
But, oh I my friends, we'll teach them yet 

What Irishmen can do ! 

IV. 

The olive branch is in our hands, 

The white flag floats above ; 
Peace — ^peace pervades our myriad bands, 

And prond forgiving love I 
But, oh ! let not our foes forget 

We're men as Christians, too, 
Prepared to do for Ireland yet 

What Irishmen should do ! 

V. 

Tliere's not a man of all our land 

Our country now can spare, 
The strong man with his sine^vy hand, 

The weak man with his prayer 1 
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No whining tone of mere regret, 
Young Irish bards, fur you ; 

But let your songs teach Ireland yet 
What Irishmen should do 1 

VI. 

And Wheresoc'er that duty lead, 

There — there your post should be; 
The coward slave is never freed; 

The bravo alone are free ! 
Oh I Freedom, firmly fixed are set 

Onr longing eyes on you ; 
And tliough we die for Ireland yet, 

So Irishmen should do I 



OH! FOR A STEED. 

BY TIIOSIAS DAVIS. 
I. 

Of I ! for a steed, a rushing steed, and a blazing sdmitai^ 
To hunt from beauteous Italy the Austrian's red hussar; 

To mock their boasts, 

And strew their hosts, 
And scatter their flags afar. 

u. 
Oh ! for a steed, a rushing steed, and dear Poland gathered 

around, 
To smite hei' cu*cle of savage foes, and smash them open tha 
ground ; 

Nor hold my hand 
While, on the land, 
A foreigner fo© was found. 
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III. 

Oh ! for steed, a rusliing steed, and a riile tliat never failed, 
And a tribe of terrible prairie men, by desperate valour mailed^ 

Till " stripes and stars," 

And Russian czars, 
Before the Red Indian quailed. 

IV. 

Oh ! for a steed, a rushing steed, on the plains of Hindostan, 
And a hundred thousand cavaliers, to charge like a single man, 

Till our shirts were red, 

And the English fled 
Like a cowardly caravan. 

T. 

Oh. ! for a steed, a rushing steed, with the Greeks at Marathon, 
Or a place 4in the Switzer pjtialanx, when the Morat men 
swept on. 

Like a puie-clad hill 
By an earthquake's will 
Hurl'd the valleys upon, 

VI. 

Oh 1 for a steed, a rushing steed, when Brian smote down tlie 

Dane, 
Or a place beside great Aodh O'Neill, when Bagenal the bolil 
was slain, 

Or a -raving crest 
And a lance in rest. 
With Bruce upon Bannoch plain. 

VII. 

Oh! for steed, a rushing steed, on tho Currach of Cilldar, 
And Irish squadrons skilled to do, as tliey are ready to dure—' 
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A lumtli-ed yards, 
And England's guards 
DrawTi up to engage mo there. 

VIII. 

f M: ! for a steed, a rushing steed, and any good cause at all, 
' r else, if you will, a field on foot, or guarding a leaguered wall 
For Freedom's right ; 
In flushing fight 
To conquer if then to fall. 



THE VOICE AND PEN. 

BY JO. F. M'CARTHY. 
I. 

Oh ! the orator's voice is a mighty power 

As it echoes from shore to shore — 
And the fearless pen has more sway o'er men 

Than the murderous cannon's roar. 
What bui'st the chain far o'er the main. 

And brightens the captive's den? 
Tis the fearless voice and the pen of power-* 

Hnrrtdi ! for the Voice and Pen I 
Hurrah! 

Hurrah ! for the Voice and Pen I 

iTie tyrant knaves who deny our rights, 
And the cowards who blanch with fear, 

Kxclaim with. glee, "no arras have ye — 
Kor cannon, nor sword, nor spear I 
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Vour liills are ours ; "svitli our forts and tow'rd 
We are masters of mount and glen" — 

Tyrants, beware I for the arms we bear, 
Axe .the Voice and the fearless Pen I 

Hurrah! 
Hurrah I for the Voice and Pen ! 



rhongh your horsemen stand with thehr bridles in han4 

And your sentinels walk around— 
rhough your matches flare in the midnight air, 

And your brazen trumpets sound ; 
3h ! the orator's tongue shall be heard among 

These listening warrior men, 
^nd theyTl quickly say, " why should we slay 

Our friends of the Voice and Pen ?" 
Hurrah I 

Hurrah! for the Voice and Pen ! 



fVlicn the Lord created the earth and sea. 

The stars and the glorious sun, 
rhe Godhead spohe, and the universe woke, 

And the mighty work was done t 
Let a word be flung from the orator's tongue, 

Or a drop from the fearless pen, 
\nd the chains accursed asunder burst, 

Tliat fettered the minds of men ! 
Hurrah! 

Hurrah I for the Voice and Fen 
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V. 

Oh ! these are the swords with which wo fight, 

The arms ia which we trust ; 
Wliich no tyrant hand will dare to brand, 

Which tune cannot dim or rust I 
When these we bore, we triumphed before, 

With these we'll triumph agam — 
And the world will say, "no power can stay 

The Voice and the fearless Pen 1** 
Hurrah I 

Hurrah ! for the Yoioe and Peal 



UP FOB THE OBEElfl 

A soaro ov the united nusHiiEV. 

A.D. 1796. 

Air—*' The WeaHng of Vie GreenJ" 

t, 

'TIS the green — oh, the green is the colour of the true. 

And well back it 'gamst the orange, and well raise it o'er the 

blue! 
For the colour of our Fatherland alone should here be seei — 
""is the colour of the martyr'd dead — our own immortal green 

Then up for the green, boys, and up for the green I 

Oh, ^tis down to the dust, and a shame to be seen ; 

But weVe hands — oh, we've hands, boys, full strong 
enough, I ween, 

To rescue and to raise again o;ir cwn immortal green 1 
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II. 

The)'' may say they have power *ti5 vain to oppose — 
TIs better to obey and live, than surely die as foes ; 
But we scorn all their threats, boys, whatever they may mean j 
For we trust in God above us, and we dearly love the green. 

So we'll up for the green, and- we'll up for the green I 

Oh, to die is far better than be curst as we have been; 

An-i we've hearts — oh, we've hearts, boys, full xxu. 
<aiough, I ween. 

To rescue and to raise again our own immortal green I 

m. 
They may swear as they often did, our wretchedness to cure } 
But well never trust John Bull again, nor let his lies allure. 
N0| we won't — ^no, we won't, Bull, for n6w nor evor more I 
For we've hopes on the ocean, and we've trust on the shore. 
Then up for the green, boys, and up for the green ! 
Shout it back to the Sassanach, ^* We'll never sell the 
i! 



For our Tone is commg back, and with men enough, I 

ween. 
To rescue, and avenge us and our own immortal green. 

IV. 

Oh, remember the days when their reign we did disturb, 
At Luimnecxh* and Durlas^ — ^Blackwater and Beinnbhoi*b ;% 
And ask this proud Saxon if our blows he did enjoy, 
WTien wemet him on the battle-field, of France — ^at Fontenoy. 

Then we'll up for the green, boys, and up for the green ' 

Oh ! 'tis still in the dust, and a shame to be seen ; 

But we've hearts and we've hands, boys, full strong 
enough, I ween, 

To rescue and to raise again our o^vn unsullied green '. 

FjiKMOr. 

• Limcricfci t Mispelled Thm-les. X Benbiu-U. 
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JIT LAND. 

BY THOM^iS DAVIfl. 
!• 

SiiB is R rich and rare la&d; 
Oh! she^safineshand&lrlaiidlt 
She is a dear and rare land — 
This native land of mine 

n. 
No men than hers are braver— 
Her women's hearts ne'er waveri 
rd freely die to save her. 
And think my lot divine. 

in. 
She's not a dull or cold land ; 
No ! she's a waim and bold land| 
Oh ! she's a true and old land — 
This native land of mine. 

IV. 

Could beauty ever guard her, 
And virtue still reward her, 
No foe would cross her border — 
No friend within it pine ! 

V. 

Oh, she's afresh and fair land; 
Oil, she's a true and rare land \ 
Tes, she's a rare and fair land— 
This native land of mhi©. 
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THE BOATMAN OF KINSAI^ 

BY TIIOMAS DAVIS. 

Air—" The Cota CaoV* 

His kiss is sweet, his word is kind, 

His love is ricli to me; 
I could not in a palace find 

A truer heart than he. 
The eagle shelters not his nest 

From hurricane and hail, 
More bravely than he guards my breast— 

The Boatman of Einsale. 

The wind that round the Fastnet sweeps 

Is not a whit more pure — 
The goat that down Cnoe Sheehy leapt 

Has not a foot more sure. 
No firmer hand nor freer eye 

E'er fiiced an Autumn gale — 
De Conrcy's heart is not so high~- 

The Boatman of Einsale 

The brawling squires may heed him not. 

The dainty stranger sneer — 
But who will dare to hurt our cot, 

When Myles O'Hea is here ? 
The scarlet soldiers pass along — 

They'd like, but fear to rail — 
His blood is hot, liis blow is strong — 

The Boatman of Kinsale. 

His hooker's in the ScUly van, 

When seines are in the foam ; 
Bat money never made the man, 

|«or wealth a happy homo« 
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So, blest with love and liberty, 
Whilfe he can trim a sail, 

He'll trust in God, and cling to me — 
The Boatman of Einsale. 



LAMENT FOR THE MILESIANS 

BT THOMAS DAA^IS. 
I. 

Oh ! proud were the chieftains of proud Iimis-Fail, 
A's truagh gan oidhir *n-a bh-farradh !* 

The stars of our sky and the salt of our soil, 
A*8 truagh gan oidhir 'n-a bh-farradh ; 

Their hearts were as soft as a child in the lap, 

Yet they were " the men in the gap" — 

And now tliat the cold clay then: limbs doth enwrap, 
A's truagh gan oidhir 'n-a bh-farradh! 

II. 
'Gainst England, long battling, at length they went dowiif 

A*s truagh gan oidhir *n-a bh-farradh I 
But they've left their deep tracks on the road of renown 

A's truagh gan oidhir 'n-a bh-farradh I 
We are heirs of their fame, if we're not of their race, 
And deadly and deep our disgrace, 
If we live o'er their sepulchres, abject and base, 

A's truagh gan oidhir 'n-a bh-ferradh ! 

* A's truagh gan oidhir 'n-a bh-farradh, " That is pity, without 
iieir in their company," i.e. What a pity that there is no heir of their 
company. See the poem of Gioila losa Mor Mac Firbisigh in Th4 
Oenealdgies, Tribes, and Customs of Vie Ui Fiachrach or, O'Dubhda'i 
Countrf/y printed for the Irish Arch. ^oc. p. 230, line 2, and note d. 
' '^ReUl^M Diot. vogthAitradh. 
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III. 

Oh sweet were the minstrels of kind luuU-Fail ! 

A'e truagh gan oidhir 'n-a bh-farradh I 
\» hose music, nor ag&s nor sorrow can spoil, 

A*8 truagh gan oidhir 'u-a bh-farradh ! 
But their sad stifled tones are like streams flowing hidi 
Their caome and theur pibroch were chid, 
And their language, " that melts into music,*' forbid, 

A'* *»-aagh gan oidhir *n-a bh-farradh I 

IV. 

How fair were the maidens of fair Icnis-Fail ! 

A's truagh gan oidhir 'n-a bh-farradh ! 
As fresh and as free as the sea-breeze from soil, 

A's truagh gan oidhir *n-a bh-fEuradh! 
Oh ! are not our maidens as fair and as pure, 
Can our music co longer allure ? 
And can we but sob, as such wrongs we endure, 

A*s truagh gan oidhur *n-a bh-farradh! 

V 

Their fiunous, then: holy, theur dear Innis-Fail, 
A's truagh gan oidhur *n-a bh-fJEUxadhl 

Shan it still be a prey for the stranger to spoH, 
A*8 truagh gan oidhir 'n-a bh-farradh! 

Sure brave men would labour by night and by day 

To banish that stranger away, 

Or, dying for Ireland, the future would say 

A's truagh gan oidhir Va bh-farradh t 

VI. 
Oh i lihame — ^for unchanged is the face of our Utfl^ 
A's truagh gan oidhir 'n-a it^ Curadh! 
tight them to battle, to suig, and to smik^ 
tmagh gan oidhir *n-a bh-famidli ! 
I 
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We are heirs of their rivers, their sea, and their land, 
Our sky and our momitains as grand — 
\Vc are heuB — oh ! we*re not — of their heart and their hand, 
A's truagh gan oidhir 'n-a bh-farradh ! 



MUNSTER. 



1. 
Te who rather 
Seek to gather 
Biding thought than fleeting pleasure , 
In the South what wonders saw ye? 
From the South what lesson draw ye ? 
Wonders, passmg thought or measure — 
Lessons, through a life to treasure. 

n. 
Ever living, 
Nature, giving 
Welcome wild, or soft caress — 
Scenes that sink ixito the bdng 
Till the eye grows full with seeing, 
And the mute heart can but bless 
Him that shaped such loveliness. 



ni. 
Dark and wide ill 
Bivers idle, 
Wealth unwrought of sea and mine — 
Bays whd« Europe*s fleets might 
Scarce Panama*s waters blanker^ 
Ere Columbus crossed the brine, 
Void 4i litiiig sound ot tign. 
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IV. 

" God hath blest it, 
MaiLopprest it — 
Sad the fruits that mingling rise — 
Fallow fields, and hands to till them, 
Hungry mouths, and grain to fill them j 
But a social curse denies 
Labom-'s guerdon, "want's supplies. 

V. 

Sunlight glances. 
Life that dances 
In the Umbs of childhood there — 
GloiN-ing tints, that fade and sicken 
In the pallid, famine-stricken 
Looks, that men and women wear, 
Living types of want and care. 
VI. 

Faith and patience, 
*Mid privations- 
Genial heart, and open hand ; 

But, what fam the eye would light on, 
Pleasant homes to cheer and brighten 
Such a race and such a land — 
These, alas ! their lords have banned. 
vn. 
These things press on 
Us the lesson, 
Mudi may yet be done and borne , 
But the bonds that thus continue 
Paralysing limb and sinew, 
From our country must be torn ; 
Then shines out young Munster*s moltu 

Sliabu CUILIVN 
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THE TRUE IRISH KIKG.* 

BY THOMAS DAVIS. 
I. 

The Caesar of Rome has a wider demesne, 

And the Ard-Righ of France has more clans in his train ; 

The sceptre of Spain is more heavy with gems, 

And our crowns cannot vie with the Greek diadems ; 

But kinglier far before heaven and man 

Arc the Emerald fields, and the fiery-eyed clan, 

The sceptre, and state, and the poets who sicg, 

And the swords that encircle A True Irish Kino ! 

IL 

For, he must have como from a conquering race — 
The heir of their valour, their glory, their grace : 
His frame must be stately, his step must be fleet, 
His hand must be trained to each warrior feat. 
His face, as the harvest moon, steadfast and clear, 
A head to enlighten, a spirit to cheer, 
While the foremost to rush where the battle-brands ring, 
And the last to retreat is A True Irish Ejng ! 

m. 
Yet, not for his courage, his strength, or his name, 
Can he from the clansmen their fealty claim. 
The poorest, and highest, choose freely to-day 
The chief, that to-night, they'll as truly obey ; 
For loyalty springs from a people's consent, 
And the knee that is forced had been better unbent^ 
The Sassanach serfs no such homage can bring 
As the Irishman's choice of A True Irish King ! 

♦ See Appendix L to O'Donovan's " Hy-Fiachra," p. 215 &c. 
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IV. 

Come, look on the pomp when they " make an O'Nefll ;" 
The muster of dynasts — O'h-Again, O'Shiadhail, 
O'Cathain, O'h-Anluain, O'Bhrislem and all, 
From gentle Aird Uladh to rude Dun na n-gall ; 
" SL Patrick's amJiarba"* with bishops thirteen, 
And ollamhs and breithamhs, and minstrels, are seen. 
Bound Tolach-Ogt Rath, like the bees in the spring. 
All swanning to honour A True Irish King ! 

V. 

TJnsandalled he stands on the footdinted rock, 

like a pillar-stone fix*d against every shock. 

Eound, round is the Rath on a £ar-seeing hill, 

Like his blemishless honour, and vigilant wilL 

The gray-beards are telling how chiefs by the score 

Have been crowned on " The Rath of the Kings" heretofore 

"While, crowded, yet ordered, within its green ring. 

Are the dynasts and priests round The Trub Irish King I 

VI. 

The chronicler read him the laws of the clan, 
And pledged him to bide by their blessing and ban ; 
His skian and his sword are unbuckled to show 
That they only were meant for a foreigner foe ; 
A >» hite willow wand has been put in his hand — 
A type of pure, upright, and gentle command — 
While hicrarchs are blessmg, the slipper they fling. 
And O'Catham proclaims him A True Irish King ! 

vit. 
Thrice looked he to Heaven with thanks and with prayer— 
Thrice looked to his borders "with sentinel stire — 

* SaceoasoT—eomfiarba Phadraig—the Archbishop of Armagh. 
I la ijiecimnty Tyn»iio, bclwc-'u Cookstown and StewartStOWO. 
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To thp waves of Loch N-Eatliach, the heights of Stratb-bhAII| 
And thrice on his allies, and thrice on Ms clan — 
One clash on their bncklers! — one more — ^tney are still — 
What means the deep pause on the crest of the hill ? 
Why gaze they above him ? — a war eagle*s wing ! 
**Tis an omen I — ^Hmrah! for Tiib True Iriw Kixo !" 

VIIT. 

Crod aid him I — God save him ! — and smile on his reign— 

The terror of England — the ally of Spain. 

May his sword be triumphant o'er Sajssanach arts ! 

Be his throne ever girt by strong hands, and tru(i hearts ! 

May the course of his conquest run on till he se^ 

The flag of Plantagenet Bxa\ in the sea, 

And minstrels for ever his victories sing, 

And samts make the bed of The True Irish Kino ! 



THE GRFEN FLAG. 
A.D. 1647. 

BT M. J. BARIir. 
I. 

BoYsl fill your glasses, 
Each hour that pasoea 

Steals, it may be, on our last nighf s cheer. 
The day soon shall come, boy% 
With fife and drum, boys. 

Breaking shrilly on the soldier's ear. 

Drink the faithful hearts that love us— 
*Mid to-morrow's thickest fight, 

While our green flag floats above us, 
Think, boys, 'tis for them we smite. 
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Down with each mean flag, 

None but tlie green flag 
Shall ui triumph be above us seen : 

Oh ! think on ita glory, 

Long shrined in story, 
Charge for Eure and her Flag of Green ! 
II. 

Think on old Brian, 

War's mighty lion, 
*Neath that banner 'twas he smote the Dane, 

The Northman and Saxon 

Oft turned their backs on 
Those who bore it o'er each crimson*d plain. 
Beal-an>atha-6uidhe beheld it 
Bagenal's fiery onset curb , 
Scotch Mnnroe would &in have fell'd it, 
We, boys, followed him from red Beinnborix 

Down with each mean flag. 

None but the green flag 
Shall above us be in triumph seen : 

Oh ! thlnlc of its gloiy, 

Long shrined in story, 
Charge with Eoghan for our Flag of Green ! 
ni. 

And if at eve, boys. 

Comrades shall grieve, boyi, 
Cer OUT corses, let it be with pride. 

When thinking that each, hoyWf 

On that red beach, boys, 
Lies the flood-mark of the battle's tide. 
See — ^the flrst fSaint ray of morning 
GOds the east with yellow light : 
Hark I the bugle note gives warning— 
One fttll hnnu old friends to-ntg^ 
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Do"wm wit!i each mean flag, 
None but the green fla.ij 

SJiall above us be in triumph seen : 
Oh I thmk en its gloiy, 
Long shrined in story, 

Fall or conquer for our Flag of Green4 



THE ISRAELITE LEADER. 

I. 

A Hebrew youth, of thoughtful mien 

And dark impassioned eye. 
Once stood beside the leafy sheen 

Of an oak that towered high , 
Ever, amid man's varied race, 

Such port and glance are found, 
Unerring signs by which to trace 

The slave's first upward bound. 

II. 
Ay ! Liberty's good son, though ha 

Yet bears the tyrant brand— * 

Not distant far the hour can be 

For tuch to arm and band. 
His father's heaped-up com was near, 

To tend it seemed his care ; 
But— souls like his to Heaven are dear- 

An Angel sought him there. 

III. 
Ihulcr the shade of that tall oak 

A stranger met his eyes, 
And glorious were the words he spoke. 

Of Tarael's puick uprise I 



THE Sl'IKIT OF TirE NATION 18^^ 

Deep, thrilling words — ^they instant matte 

That young heart overflow, 
As the strong leap of the cascade 

Heayes up the tide below. 

rv. 
He spread a feast for the harbinger 

Who such good tidings bore, 
But — Are from Heaven consumed it therd— 

He saw that guest no more ; 
And when the first deep awe had passed 

Of such strange visitant, 
Upsprung his hopes for Israel fest, 

As eagles from their haunt. 

V. 

And the pale youth who but that mom, 

(So meek of heart was he,) 
Stood winnowing his father's corn, 

At midnight, like a sea, 
' When tameless is its stormy roar, 

T^ Baal's high altar rushed, 
And it was overturned before 

The next brght crient bliislici 

VI. 
An Altar to the Living God 

Upon the ruin stood, 
And groves, where Btial's Priests had tn^l, 

Were rooted from the wood — 
And God's good sword -wdth Gideon Meiit 

For ever from that day, 
Till, of the hosts against him sent, 

\nt one was left to slav 
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vn. 
Oh ! names like his bright beacons are 

To realms that Kings oppress, 
Hailing with radiant light from far 

Their rignals of distress. 
When a crushed Nation humbly turca 

From sin that was too dear, 
Not long the proud Oppressor spurns, 

Deliyerance is near. 



RECRUITING SONG FOB THE IRISH BBIGADR 

BY UAURIOB O'COWNBLL, M. P. 

Air—" The WhiH Cockade,'' 

I. 

Is there a youthful gallant here 

On fire for feune — ^unknowing fear — 

Who m the charge's mad career 

On Erin's foes would flesh his spear ? 

Come, let him wear the White Cockade, 
And learn the soldier's glorious trade, 
'Tis of such stuff a hero's made, 
Then let him join the Bold Brigade 

ii« 
Who scorns to own a Saxon Lord, 
And toil to swell a stranger's hoard ? 
Who for rude blow or gibing word 
Would answer with the Freeman's sword? 

Come, let hhn wear the White Cockade* A^ 
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III. 

Does Erin's foully slandered name 
Suffuse thy cheek with generous shame — 

Would'st right her wrongs — restore her fame? 

Come, then, the soldier's weapon claim — 

Come, then, and wear the White Cockade, &c. 

IV. 

Come, free from bonds your father's faith, 
Redeem its shrines* from scorn and scathe, 
The Hero's fame, the Martyr's wreath, 
Will gild your life or crown your death. 

Then, come, and wear the White Cockade, && 

V. 

To drain the cup-s-with girls to toy. 
The serfs vile soul with bliss may ploy ; 
But would'st thou taste a manly jay ?— 
Oh ! it was ours at Fontenoy ! 

Come, then, and wear the White Cockade, ftc 

VI. 

To many a fight thy fathers led. 
Full many a Saxon's life-blood shed ; 
From thee, as yet, no foe has fled— 
Thou "wilt not shame the glorious dead ? 

Then, come, and wear the White Cockade, &c. 

VII. 

Oh ! come — for slavery, want, and shame. 

We offer vengeance, freedom, fame, 

With Monarchs, comrade rank to claim, 

And, nobler still, the Patriot's name. 

Oh ! come and wear the White Cockade, 
And learn the soldier's glorious trade ; 
lis of such stuff a hero's made — 
Then come an;\ j'in tb^ Sold Brigade. 
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STEP TOGETHER. 

liY M. J. BABBT. 
I. 

Step together— boldly tread, 
Firm each foot, erect each head, 
Fix^d m front be every glance — 
Forward, at the word advance — 
Serried files that foes may dread — 
Like the deer on mountain heather, 
Tread light, 
Left, right — 
Steady, boys, and step together I 

11. 

Step together — ^be each rank 
Dressed in line, from flank to flank. 
Marching so that you may halt 
*Mid the onset^s fierce assault. 
Firm as is the rampart^s bank 
Baised the iron rain to weather-^ 
Proud sight I 
Left, right — 
Steady, boys, and step together ! 

in. 
Step together — be your tramp 
Quick and light — no plodding stamp 
Let its cadence quick and cleat 
Fail, like music, on the ear ; 
Noise befits not hall or camp, 
Ingles soar on sUent feather — 
Tread light. 
Left, right — 
Slo/.tly, liovfj, and step togetlirr! 
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IV. 

Step together — self-restrained, 
Be your march of thought as troiucd, 
Each man*s smgle powers combiiiod 
Into one battalion*d mmd, 
Movuig on with step sastained, 
Thns prepared we reck not whether 



Left, right— 
We can think and strike togethe\r ! 



PATIENCE. 



I. 

Cfi patient, 0, be patient! put your ear agidnst the earth— 
licten there how noiselessly the germ o* the seed haa birth *, 
How noiselessly and gently it upheaves its little way, 
Till.it par^s the scarcely-broken ground and the blade stands 
forth to day. 

IT. 

Be patient, 0, be patient I fot the germs of mighty thought 
Must have their silent ondergrowth, must underground b^ 

wrought; 
But 80 sure as ever there's power that makes the grass appear, 
Our land shall smile with Liberty, the blade-time siuJl be here. 

III. 
Be pa!2.eiit, O, be patient t go and watch the whe«:>ears grow 
So ^perceptibly that ye can mark nor change nor throe^ 
Day after day, day after day, till the ear is fuily grown, 
Aiid then again, day aftxn- day, till the ripcnM field is brow» 
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ir. 
Be patient, 0, be patient ! though yet our hopes are gree», 
i'he harvest-fields of Freedom shall be crowned with sunuy 

8lieen. 
ho. ripening ! be ripening I mature your silent way, 
rill the whole bruad land is toogued mth fire on Freedom's 
harvest-day. 

Spabtacus» 



THE GREEN ABOVE THE RED. 

BY THOMAS DA'\T3. 

AiR--'^ Irish Moify, or 

I. 

FuLii (^en when our fathers saw the Red above the Green, 
They rose in rude but fierce array, with sabre^ pike, and skian, 
And over many a noble town, and many a field of dead, 
Tbey proudly set the Irish Green above the English Red. 

n. 
But in the end, throughout the land, the shameful sight was 

seen — 
The English Red in triumph high above the Irish Green ; 
Qut well they died in breach and field, who as their spirits 

fled. 
Still saw the Green maintain its place above the English Red. 

ni 
And they who saw, in after times, the Red above the Green, 
W^n withered as the grass that dies beneath a forest screen; 
7et oiteH by this healthy hope thdr sinking hearts were fed, 
That, in some day to tH>mc, the Green should flutter o*er tiM 
Bed. 
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IV. 

Sure 'twas for this Lord Edward died, and Wolfe Tone su^lt 



Because they could not bear to leave the Red above the Greei> 
And 'twas for this that Owen fought, and Sarsfield nobly 

bled— 
Because their eyes were hot to see the Green above the Red. 

V 

So, when the strife began again, our darling Irish Green 
Was down upon the earth, while high the English Red was 

seen; 
Tet still wo held our fearless course, for something in us said, 
" Before the strife is o'er you'll see the Green above the Red." 

VI. 

And 'tis for this we think and toil, and knowledge strive to 

glean, 
That we may pull the English Red below the Irish Green, 
And leave our sous sweet liberty, and smiling plenty spread 
Above the land once dark with blood — the Green above the 

lied/ 

VII. 

The jealous English tjrrant now hns bann'd the Irish Green, 
And forced us to conceal it like a something' foul and mean ; 
But yet, by Heavens ! he'll sooner raise his victims from the 



Than force onr hearts to leave the Green^ and cotton to th« 

Bed: 

vin. 
Well tntft ottttelves, for God is good, and blesses those wU; 

lean 
Dn theh^ br&V6 hearts, and not upon an earthly king or queen 
And, frebly A$ y:e lift our hands, we tow otir Uoed to shed 
OAce and for evennore to raise the Green Above the Red ! 
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THE WELCOME. 

BY THOHAS DAVIS. 
I. 

Come in the evening, or come in the morning, 
Come when your look'd for, or come without wamiog, 
Kisses and welcome youll find here before you, 
And the oftener yon come here the more 111 adore you. 
light 19 my heart since the day we were plighted 
Ked is my cheek that they told me was blighted; 
The green of the trees looks far greener than ever, 
And the linnets are singing, " true lovers ! don't sever.* 



rn pull yOu sweet flowers, to wear if you choose them • 
Or, after youVe kissed them, they^U lie on my bosom. 
Ill fetch from the mountain its breeze to inspire yon; 
111 fetch from my fancy a tale that won't tire you. 

Oh I your step^s like the rain to the summer- vex*d farmer. 

Or sabre and shield to a knight wit>iout armour ; 

YU sing you sweet songs till the stars rise above me, 

Then, wandering, 111 wish you, in silence to love me. 



We'll look through the trees at the diff, and the eyric^ 
Well tread round the rath on the track of the faiiy, 
Well look on the stars, and we'll list to the river, 
1*111 you ask of your darling what gift you can give her. 
Oh ! she'll whisper you, " Love as unchangeably beaming 
And trust, when in secret, most tunefully streaming 
TSU the starlight of heaven above us shall quiver, 
^M onr Boiik How in one down eternit/s river." 
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IV. 

So come in the evening, or come in the moniuig, 
Come when you're look*d for, or come without wamijiG:, 
Kisses and welcome youTl find here before you, 
And the oftener you come here the more I'll adore you ! 
Light IS my heart since the day we were plighted, 
Tied is my cheek that they told me was blighted ; 
The green of the trees looks far greener than ever, 
And the linnets are singing, " true lovers I don't sever t' 



WHY, GENTLES, WHY? 

Air—" Why, aoldiersy whyV 

I. 
Why, gentles, why, 

Should we so melancholy be ? 
Why, gentles, why? 

We know that all must die — 
He — ^you — and I ! 
Life at the best 
Is but a jest — 

Hopes brightly shine but to fly 
Rejoice, then, that rest- 
Deep, quiet, blest — 

St^ir.cls ever nigh I 

IL 

Why, tell me, why, 
Should we so melancholy be ? 

Why, tell me, why, 
Bursts th' unhidden sigh, 
While tears dim the eye ? 
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Why crave for rest j 
And evea when happiest 

Find gloomy thoughts ever nigh ? 
'Tis that while we live, 
Kought fiill content can give. 

Known but on high I 

L.N.F. 



GATE OF ARAGLEN. 
Am— ''An Cailin Ruadh:' 

BY DENNY LANE. 
I. 

^^''hen first I saw thee, Gate, tliat summer ev'ning laf fl^ 

Down at the orchard gate of Araglen, 

I felt rd neV before seen one so fair a-stor, 

I fear'd Fd never more sec thee again — 

I stopped and gazed at thee, my footfall luckily 

Reached not thy ear, tho' we stood there so near ; 

While from thy lips a strain, soft as the siraimer rain, 

Sad as a lover's pain, fell on my ear. 

II. 
Fve heard the lark in June, the harp's wild plaintive tnno, 
The thrusli, that aye too soon gives o'er his strain — 
I've heard in hush'd delight the mellow horn at night, 
Waking the eciioes light of wild Loch Lein ; 
But ndther echoing horn, nor thrusli upon the thorn. 
Nor lark at early mom, hymninG: in air. 
Nor harper's lay divine, e'er witch'd this heart of mine, 
like that sweet voice of thine, that ev'ning there. 
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iir. 
And when some iiistling, dear, fell on thy listening ear. 
You thought your brother near, and named his name, 
( could not answer, though, as luck would have it so, 
His name and mine, you know, were both the some — 
Hearing no answering soimd, you glanced in doubt around, 
With timid look, and found it was not he ; 
Turning away your head, and blushing rosy red, 
Like a wild fawn you fled, far far from me. 

IV. 

The swan upon the lake, the wild rose in the brake, 

'Ihe golden clouds tliat make the west their throne. 

The wild ash by the stream, the full moon's silver beam, 

The ev*ning star's soft gleam, shining alone ; 

The lily roVd in white — all, all are fair and bright ; 

But ne'er on earth was sight so bright, so fair, 

As that one glimpse of thee, that I caught then, machm^ 

It stole my heart from me that ev'ning there. 

V. 

And DOW vou*re mine alono, that heart is all my own- 
That heart that ne'er hath known a flame before. 
Tliat form of mould divine — that sno^vy hand of thin#-* 
Those locks of gold are mine, for evermore. 
Was lover ever seen, as blest as thine, Caitilin ? 
Hath lover ever be^ more fond, more true ? 
Thine is my ev'ry vow ! for ever dear, as now I 
Queen of my heart be thou ! mo caiUn nuidk ^ 
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t:ik pillar towers of irelanti. 

BY D. F. MCCARTHY. 
I. 

TrTl5 pillar towers of Ireland, how wondrously they stand 
By the lakes and rushing rivers through the valleys of 

our land ; 
In mystic file, through the isle, they lift their heads su- 
blime; 
These gray old pillar temples— these conquerors of time ! 

II. 
Beaidc these gray old pillars, how perishing and weak 
The Roman's arch of triumph, andthe temple of the Greek, 
And the gold domes of Byzantium, and the pointed Go- 
thic spires— 
All are gone, one by one, but the tenij)les of our sires. 

in. 
The column, with its capital, is level with tji3 dint, 
And th3 proud halls of the mighty and the calm homes 

of th9 just; 
.Vor the proudest workj of mvi, ai C2rtainly, but slower, 
IVss like the grass at t!ie sharp scythe of the mower I 

IV. 

I?ut the grass grows again when in majesty and mirth, 
Ou the wing of the Spring comes the Goddess of the Earth ; 
But for man in this world no springtide e'er returns 
To the labours of his hands or the ashes of his urns ! 



T'.^v) favourites hath Time — ^the pyramids of Nile, 
AjkI the old mystic temples of our own dear isle — 
As the breeze o'er the seas, where the halcyon has its nest, 
Thus Time o'er Egypt's tombsand the temples of the West ! 



vi. 

The names of cheir founders have vaaiaheJ in the &iO'J"!| 
Like the dry branch in the fire or the body iu ih^ t<>:r.ii ; 
But tCMlay, m the ray, their shadows still they cast — 
These tempUs of forgotten gods — these relics of the past! 

VII. 

/vrctind these walls have wandered the Britou and the Dai;o— 
The captives of Armorica, the cavaliers of Spain — 
Fhccnician and MileBian, and the plundering Norman Peers-— 
And the swordsmen of brave Brian, and the Chiefs of lator 

years I 

vui. 
How many different rites have these gray old tcniplej Imown ? 
To the mind what dreams arc written in these chronicles of 

stone 1 
What terror and what error, what gleams of love and truth, 
Have flashed from these walls since the world was iu its 

youth? 

IX. 

Here bUzed the sacred fire— and, when the sun was gone. 

As a star ftom afar to the traveller it shone ; . 

And the vann blood of the victim have these gray old 

tempica drunk, 
And the dcaibcong of the Druid and the matin of the Monli. 

X. 

Here was pbocd thh holy chalice that held the aacred wine, 
And the gold cras fironi the altar, and the relics from the 

shrine. 
And the mitre t<hiLU-.g brighter with its diamon'/a tiiau the 

Kasl, 
\vi'\ tlx 3 crozier of the Pontiff and the w.tinents of the 

'^nc&t ! 
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XI. 

Where blazed the sacred fire, rung out the vesper bell — 
Where the fugitive found shelter became the hermit^s cell 
And Hope hung out its symbol to the innocent and good, 
IPor the cross o'er the moss of the pointed summit stood! 

XII. 

There may it stand for ever, while this sjrmbol doth impart 
To the mind one glorious vision, or one proud throb to thd 

heart; 
While the breast needeth' rest may these" gray old templea 

last, 
Bright prophets of the future, as preachers of the past I 



THE WILD GEESE.* 
I. 
The wild geese— the wild geese — ^'tis long silice they flew 
0*er the billowy ocean's bright bosom of blue, 
For the foot of the false-hearted stranger had curst 
The shores on whose fond breast they*d settled at first-; 
And they sought them a home, afar off o'er the sea, 
Where their phiions, at least, might be chaihlesS' {ind free. 

II. 
The wild geese — the wild geese — ^sad, sad ^vas tlie yraSl 
That followed their flight on the easterly gale ; 
But the eyes that had wept o'er their vanishing track 
Ne*er brightened to welcome the wanderers back, 
The home of their youth was the land of the slave, 
And they died on that shore far away o'er the wave. 

* The recruits of the Irish Brigade were generally conveyed to 

France in the smugglers which broni^t fordgu wines and brandy 

to our west coast, and were entered on^tfie i^p*8 books as '* wild 

-^eese/* Hence t^l8 became the wmmm name for tbem among tlni 

^t^y people. 
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. m. 
The wild geese — ^the wild geese — their coming once iiior© 
Was the long-cherished hope of that desolate shore, 
For the loved ones behind knew it would yet be free, 
If they flew on their wlute pinions back o*er the sea ; 
But vainly the hope of those lonely ones burned, 
The wild geese — ^the ivild geese, they never returLed. 

IV. 

The wild geese — the wild geese — hark I heard ye that cry ? 
And marked ye that white flock overspreading the sky? 
Can ye read not the omen ? Joy, joy to the slave, 
And gladness and strength to the hearts of the brave ; 
For wild geese are coming, at length, o'er the sea. 
And "Ririnnj green Eirinn, once more shall be free ! 



AID YOURSELVES AND GOD WILL AID YOU. 

I. 
Signs and tokens roimd us thicken, 
Hearts throb high and pulses quicken. 
Comes the mom, though red and lurid, 
• Clouds and storms around it himg ; 

Still, it is that morn assured, 

Long yeVe prayed for, sought, and sung. 
Soon those clouds may break, and render 
To your noon its genial splendour, 
Or in gloom more hopeless vest it — 
On your heads the end is rested, 
Front to front yeVe now arrayed you, 
Aid yoiirselves and God will aid you 
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u. , . 
Awfiil, past all hnnian tellins^. 
Is the cliaiiijo upon you dw-elling ; 
Act bnt now the fool or craven, 

And, like Canaan doomed of yore, 
" Slave of slaves" shall be engraven 

On your foreheads evermore. 
Cronching to your masters* mercies, 
Drugged with slavery*s cup like Circe's^ 
Scorn and by- word of the nations, 
Curse of coming generations. 
Blackest shame will overshade you — 
Aid yourselves and Grod will aid you. 

111. 
Hence, oh, hence I such foul surmises, 
Truer IDEir a vision rises, 
Men in freedom's ranks battalion'd. 

Countless as the bristling grain. 
Firm as ardent, wise as valiant. 

All to venture — ^all sustain ; 
Men of never-sinking patience. 
Tried and taught by stem privations, 
From their path nor lured nor driven. 
Till their every bond is riven — 
Every wrong dispersed like May dcw-^ 
Aid yourselves and God will aid j'ou. 

IV. 

JTo ! a heart-roused people's action 
Cannot die like storms of faction. 
Long a mute but master feeling 

In the millions' breast was nursed, 
Till — a magic voice appealing — 

Forth, it came, the thunder-burst, 



f 
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'Gainst it now tliey plant their barriora, 
Guard their keeps, and arm their \rarriors, 
Lavish all tlieir futile forces, 
Power*i most stale and vile resources, 

Yet awhSe to crush, degrade you 

Aid yourselves and Grod will aid yoit. 

v. 

Blind misrule, and free opinion, 
Armed lies and truth's dominion, 
In a battle still recurring 

Ever have these foes been set. 
Here their deadliest strife is stirring 

Who can doubt the issue yet? 
Watch and wait, your hour abiding. 
Nought your goal one moment hiding, 
Fearing not, nor too confiding, 
Trusting m your Leader's guiding. 
His who ne*er forsook, betrayed you — 
Aid yoiuselves and God will aid you. 

YI. 

But, shoidd all be unavailii.g, 
Beason, truth, and justice failing. 
Every peaceful effort blighted, 

Every shred of freedom reft — 
Then — oh, are we crushed or frighted 

While one remedy is left I 
Back, each slave that faints or falters, 
On, true heart that never alters. 
On, stout arm, no terrors weaken. 
Brace's star and Toll's your beacon ; 
Strike — that stroke is many a day due, 
Aid yourselves and Gotl will aid you. 

Sliabh Cuiusn. 
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WATCH AND WAIT. 

EY CHS. GAVAN DUFFT, M.P, 

Air — " Tbw, row row.'" 

I. 
Sadly, as a muffled drum, 

Toll the boms of long probation ; 
Let them toll, the stable soul 

Can work and wait to build a nation. 
Cnrse or groan 
Kerer more shall own 
Bat our stifled hearts are patient 
As a stone. 

n. 
Yes, as patient as a stone, 

Till we're struck in hate or ire ; 
Then the dint will fall on flint 
And send them back a stream of fire i 
Wait, boys, wait 
Beady for your fate. 
Prompt as powder to the linstock 
Soon or late I 

in. 
Let us gather love (md help. 

Won from native friends and foemen | 
How little loath, the hearts of both. 
Wo read in many a glorious omen. 
No, boys, no ; 
Let no word or blow 
Brand a native Irish brother 
As oiu: foe. 
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TV, 

Holy Freedom's pealing voice 

Willing slaves hath never woken ; 
Jb^land's trance was ignorance, 
And KNOWL.EDOE all jier spells hath broken* 
Hell and night 
Vanish from her sight, 
Ai when God pronounced aforetime 
Be there light I 

v. 
Cherish well this sacred flame, 

Feed its lamp with care and patience ; 
From God it came, its destined aim, 
To burst the fettefs off the naticus. 
Now, boys, now, 
Why should we bow, 
When the promised day is dawnhig', 
And that's now, 

VI. 

Brothers, if this day should set, 

Another yet must crown our freedom ; ' 

That will come, with roll of drum, 
And trampling files with men to lead them. 

Who can save • 

Benegade or slave, - - 

Fortune only twines her garlands 
For the brave I 
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CLARES DRAGOONS. 

BY THOMAS DAVIS. 

Air — " Viva /u." 
I. 
WuKN, on Ramillies* bloody field- 
The baffled French were forced to yield, 
The victor Saxon backward reeled 

Before the charge of Cl&re's Dragoons. 
The flags, we conquered in that fray, 
Look lone in Ypres* choir they say, 
Well win them company to-day. 

Or bravely die like Clarets Dragoons. 

CHOBUS. 

Viva la for Ireland^s ?rrong 1 
Viva la for Ireland's right ! 

Viva la in battled throng, 

For a Spanish steed, and sabre bright 

u. 

The brave old lord died near the fight, 
But, for each drop he lost that niglit, 
A Saxon cavalier shall bite 

The dii3t before Lord Clare's Dragoons. 
For, never, when our spurs were se(, 
And never, when our sabres met, 
Could we the Saxon soldiers get 

To stand the shock of Clare's iHagouns. 

CHORUS. 

Viva la the New Brigade 1 
Viva la the Old One, too . 

Viva la the Hose shall fade, 

And the Slnmrock shine for ever sew ! 



r" 
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Another Qnre is here to lead, 

'i he worthy son of sach a breed ; 

1 l.e French exiiect some famous deed. 

When Clare leads on his bold Dragoons. 
Onr colonel comes from Brian*s race, 
His wounds are in his breast and face, 
llie heama hcxghaU* is still his pkce, 

The foremost of his bold Dragoons, 

CHonus. 
Viva la the New Brigade I 

Viva la the Old One, too ! 
Viva la the Hose shall fade. 

And the Shamrock shine for ever new\ 



IV. 

Thcre*s not a man in squadron here 
Was ever known to flinch or fear; 
Though first in charge and last in tere, 

Have ever been Lord Clarets Dragoons ; 
But, see ! well soon have work to do, 
To shAme our boasts, or prove them true, 
For hither oomes the English crew, 

To STveep away Lord Clare's Dragoonf 

CHORUS. 

Viva la for Lreland's wrong ! 

Viva la fbr Ireland's right ! 
Viva \s\ in battled throng, 

For .» Spanish steed and sabre bright t 

♦ Th^ Gap of Danger. 
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V. 

Ob ! comrades think how Ireland picefl. 
Her exfled lords, her rifled ahiines, 
Her dearest hope, tlie ordered lines. 

And bnrating charge of Clare's Dragoons. 
Then fling your Green Flag to the sky. 
Be limerick your battle-cry, 
And charge, till blood floats fetlock-high, 

Around the track of Clare's Dragoons. 

CHORUS. 

Viva la the New Brigade ! 

Viva la the Old One, too ! 
Viva la the Rose shall fade, 

And the Shamrock shine for crcr new ! 



THE PATRIOT BRATE ^ 

BY E. D. WILLIAMS,. 
I. 

I DUiKK to the valiant who con ibat 

For freedom by mountain or wave, 
And may triumph attend, Hke a shadow. 

The swords of the patriot hi .-avc ! 
Oh 1 never was holier ch8.1ice 

Than this at our festivals t ax)wn*d, _ 
The heroes of Morvcn, to pie dge it. 
And gods of Valhalla floal i round. 
Hurrah for the patriot brave ! 
A health to the patriot ; brave — 
And a curse and a blorw be to liberty's foe, 
Whether tyrant, or c< ward, or knav* 
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Great spirits wbo battled in old time 

For the freedom of Athens, descend 1 
As low to the shadow of Bnan 

In fond hero-worship we bend. 
From those that in far Alpine passes 

Saw Daithi struck down in his mail, 
To the last of onr chie&* galloghlasses^ 
The saffron-clad foes of the Pale. 
Let us drink to the patriot brave — 
Hurrah for the ijatriot brave I 
But a curse and a blow be to liberty's foe, 
And more chains for the satisfied slave. 



Oh, Liberty I hearts that adore thee 

Pour out their best blood at thy shrine, 
As freely as gushes before thee 
Tliis purple libation of wine. 
For us, whether destined to triumph, 

Or bleed as Leonidas bled, 
Cnished down by a forest of lances, 
On mountains of foreigner dead, 
May we sleep with the patriot brave* 
God prosper the patriot brave! 
But may battle and woe hurry liberty^s foe 
To a bloody and honouriess grave I 
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THE FALL OF THE LEAVES. 

BY THE REV. C. MEEHAN. 
I. 

They are falling, they are falling, and soon, alas I they'll 

fade, 
The flowers of the garden, the leaves of dell and glade ; 
Their dirge the winds are singing in the lone and fltfol blast, 
And the leaves and flowers of summer are strewn and fading 

fast. 
Ah! why then have we loved them, when their beauties 

might have told 
They could not linger long with us, nor stormy skies behold ? 
Fair creatures of the sunshine ! your day of life is past. 
Ye are scattered by the rude winds, fallen and fading fast : 
And, oh ! how oft enchanted have wo watched your opening 

bloom. 
When you made unto the day-God your offerings of perfume ! 
How vain are our imaginings that joy will always last — 
'Tis like to you, ye sweet things, all dimmed and faded fast. 
The glens where late ye bloomed for us are leafless now and 

lorn. 
The tempest's breath hath all their pride and all their beauty 

shorn. 

n. 
•Twas ever so, and so shall be, by fate that doom was cast — 
The things we love are scarcely seen till they are gone and 

past 
Ay, ye are gone and faded, ye leaves and lovely flowers, 
But when spring comes you'll come again to deck the gar- 
den's bowers ; 
And beauty, too, \n\l cull you, and twine ye in her hair— 
What mceter, truer emblem can beauty ever wear? 
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Bat never, here,* oh ! never, shall we the loved ones meeti 
Who shone in ^outh around ns and like 70U faded fleet ; 
Full soon affliction bowed them, and lifers day-dawn overcast, 
They're blooming now in heaven, their day of fading*8 past ! 
Ye mthered leaves and flowers ! oh 1 may you long impart~ 
Monition grave and moral stem unto this erring heart — 
Oh I teach it that the joys of earth are short-lived, vain, and 

frail. 
And transient as the leaves and flowers before the ynntry 

gale I 



GATE OF CEANN-MARE.* 

BT D. F. M'CABTHT. 

L 

Ou ! many bright eyes ftill of goodness and gladness, 

Where the pure soul looks out, and the heart loves to ahinc^ 
And many cheeks pale with the soft hue of sadness. 

Have I worshipped in silence and felt them divine ! 
But hope in its gleamings« or love hi its dreamings, 

Ne*er fashioned a bdng so faultless and fiur 
As the lily -cheeked beauty, the rose of the Buachtach,t 

The fawn of the valley, sweet Gate of Geann-mare I 

n. 

It was all but a moment, her radiant existence, 
Her presence, her absence, all crowded on me ; 

But tmie has not ages and earth has not distance 
To sever, sweet vision, my spirit from thee t 

* Properly Ceann-mara,— head of the Sea. 
\ Commonly written Ronghty. 



Again fetti 1 Straying TAere difldrcn Are plaffiig— . 

Bri^t is the snnBhine and balmy tire air, 
Mountains^ are lieathy, and there do I see thee, 

Sweet iitwn of the valley, yoimg Gate of Oaan-tnaro I 

in. 
Thy own hi^t ftrbnttift hath many n cAastei 

Of white waxen blossoms like lilies in air ; 
Bat, eh ! Itiy pale dteds hathm delkateliistn, 

No blossoms can rival, no lily doth wear. 
To that cheek softly flushing, to thy lip brightly blushing, 

Oh ! ivhat are the berries that bright tree doth bear? 
peerless in beauty, the rose of the Kuachtach, 

That fawn of the valley, sweet Gate of Geann-mare I 



Oh ! beauty, some spell from kind natui'e thou bcarest, 

Some magic of tone or enchalitment of eye, 
That he«tB -tisat are hardest from fotms that at^e fiureet, 

BeedVe such impressioiis as nevto tan. die 1 
The foot of the fairy, thbugh Ughtsome and airy, 

Gan 6tamp on the hal-d rock tiie 8ha|)e at d($th wear I 
Art cannot trace it, nor ag^es efface it — 

And such are thy gbiBceS) sWi^et Gate of Oeanli-^tfarel 

To him who far travels how sad is the feeling — 

How the light of his mind is overshadowed and dim , 
When the scenes he most loves, like the river's soft steaifii^, 

All fade as a vision and vanish from him I 
Yet he bears from each far land a flower for that garland 

That memory weaves of the bright and the fair ; 
While thiA sigh I am breathing my garland is wceathing. 

And the rose of that garUo4 ia Cate of Geann-mare ) 
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VI. 

In loody Lotigh Quinlan,* in summer's soft hours, 

Fair islands are floating that move with the tide, 
Which, sterile at first, are soon covered with flowers. 

And thus o'er the bright waters fairy-like glide! 
Thus the mind the most vacant is quickly awakened, 

And the heart bears a harvest that late was so bare. 
Of him who in ^o^'ing finds objects in loving, 

Like the fawn of the vall6y — sweet Cate of Ceann-mare ! 

vn. 
Sweet Cate of Ceann-mare I though I ne'er may behold thee — 

Though the pride and the joy of another you be — 
Though strange lips may pnuse thee and strange arms enfold 
thee! 

A blessing, dear Cate, be on them and on thee I 
One feeling I cherish that never can perish — 

One talisman proof to the dark wizard care — 
The fervent and dutiful love of the beautiful. 

Of which thou art a type, gentle Cate of Ceann-mare ! 



A LAY SERMON. 

BY CIIAS. GAVAN DUFFY, M.P. 
I. 

Brotheiv, do you love your brother ? 
Brother, are you all you seem ? 

* Dr. Smith, in his History of Keny, says — "Near this plflce is a 
considerable fresh water lake, called Lough Quinlan, in which are 
some small floating island*, much admiied by the countr>' people. 
These islands swim from side to side of the lake, and are usaally com. 
posed at first of a long kind of grass, which being blown off the ad- 
jacent grounds about the middle of Seplember, and floating about^ 
rollect slime and other Atnff, and so yearly increase till they come to 
bare gross and other vegetables grown upon tliem. 
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Do you live for more than Imng? 

Has your Life a law, and scheme? 
Are you prompt to bear its duties, 

As a brave man may beseem ? 

II. 
Brother, shun the mist exhalmg 

From the fen of pride and doubt 
Neither seek the house -of bondage 

Walling straitened souls about ; 
Bats ! who, from their narrow spy-hol«|| 

Cannot see a world without 

III. 
Anchor in no stagnant shallow — 

Trust the wide and wond'rous sea, 
Where the tides are fresh for ever, 

And the mighty currents free ; 
There, perchance, oh I young Columbii% 

Your New World of truth may be. 

IV. 

Favour will not make deserving — 
(Can the sunslune brighten day?) 

Slowly must it grow to blossom, 
Fed by la'bour and delay. 

And the fairest bud of promise 
Bears the taint of quick decay. 

V. 

You must strive for better guerdons ; 

Strive to be the thing you'd seem ; 
Be the thing that God hath made you, 

Channel for no borrowed stream ; 
He hath lent you mmd and conscience } 

gee you travel in their beam J 
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VI. 

See /ou scale life's misty highlands 

£y this light of living truth! 
And with bosom braced fur labour, 

Breast them in your manly youth ; 
80 when age and care have found you, 

Shall your downward path be smooth. 



vn. 
Fear not, on that rugged highway, 

life may want its lawful zest ; 
Sunny glens are in the mountain, 

Where the weary feet may rest, 
Cooled in streams that gush for ever 

From a loving mother's breast. 



" Simple heart and simple pleasures,"^ 
So they write life's golden rule ; 

Honour won by supple baseness. 
State that crowns a cankered fool, 

Gleam as gleam the gold and purple 
On a hot and rancid pool. 



IX. 

Wear no show of wit or science, 

But the gems youVe won, and weighed ; 
Thefts, like ivy on a ruin, 

Make the rifts they seem to shade : 
Are you not a thief and beggar 

In the rarest spoils arrayed ? 
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X. 

Shadows deck a sunny landscape^ 
Making brighter all the bright : 

So, my brother I care and danger 
On a loving nature light, 

Bringing all its hitent beauties 
Out upon the common sight. 

XI. 

Love the things that God created, 
Make yoiur brother's need your care ; 

Scorn and hate repel God's blessnigs, 
But where love is, they are there ; 

As the moonbeams light the waters, 
Lea'snng rock and sand-bank bare. 

xn. 

Thus, ray brother, grow and flourish. 
Fearing none, and loving all ; 

For the true man needs no patron. 
He shall climb, and never crawl ; 

Two things fashion their own channel— 
The strong man and the waterfall. 



THE BISHOP OF ROSS. 

fiY J)K. MADDEN, AUTHOR OF THE " LlVEd OF TflE U^•^;; 
IKISIIMKN." 



The tramp of the trooper is heard at M«T,croom ;* 
The soldiers of CromAvell are spared from Cloiirn/!,t 

And Broghill — the merciless Broghill — is conic 
On a mission of murder which plenses Mm ^\'cIl. 

♦ Magh Cromlin. tCluain ^:cu!a. 
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U. 

The wailing of women, the wild uhbtf 
Dread tidings from cabin, to CjU)in cqi^t^ ; 

But loud tho* tlie i»lainta and tbe abneka which ensuey 
The wai^oy is londer of m«n in anay. 



In the park of Macroom there is gleaming of steel, 
And glandng of lightning in looks on that field. 

And sweUisg of bosoms with patriot zeal, 
And clenching of hands on the weapons they wield. 



IV. 

MacEgan !* a prelate like Ambrose of old, 
Forsakes not his flock when-the spoHer is near, 

The post of the pastor's in firont of the fold 
When the wolf *s on the plain and there's rapine to fear 



The danger is come, and the foitone of war 
Indines to the side of oppression onoe more; 

The people are brave — ^bnt they fiill, and the star 
Of their destiny sets in the darkness of yore. 



VI. 

MacEgan survives in the Philistine hands 
Of the lords of the pale, and his death is decreed > 

But the sentence is stayed by Lord Broghill's command, 
And the prisoner is dragged to liis presence with speed. 

* Mac Aodlingain in proper spelling. 
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VII. 

To Carraig-aii-Droichid* this instant, Le cried, 
Prevail on your people in garrison there 

To yield, and at once in our mercy confide, 
And. your lilb, I will pledge you my honour, to spar 

VIII. 

tOTcmr mercy! yowr honour T the prelate replied, 
I Trell know the worth of— my duty I know ; 
Lead on to the Castle, and there by your side. 
With the blessing of God, what is meet will I do.** 

IX. 

The orders ore given, the prisoner is led 

To the Castle, and round liim are menacing hordes ; 
Undaunted — ^approaching the walls, at the head 

Of the troopers of Cromwell, he utters these wonls 



" Beware of the cockatnce — ^trust not the wiles 
Of the serpent — ^for perfidy skulks in its folds I 

Beware of Lord Broghill, the day that he snules. 
His mercy is murder ! — ^his word never holds, 

XI. 

"Remember 'tis writ in our annals of blood, 
Our countrymen never relied on the faith 

Of truce, or of treaty, but treason ensued — 
And the issue of every delusion was death !" 



• Commonly \vTltton Carrlgadrohid, (the Rock of the Bridge^ tiiree 
«« cast of Macroom, Co. Cork. The Castle Is built on a steep rock 
river Lee bj the M'Cartys, 



THE SPIRn* OF THE NATION, 149 

XU. 

Thiis:iiobly tlie patriot prelate sustained 
The ancient renown of his chivahrous race, 

And the last of old Eoghan*s descendants obtained 
For the name of TJi — ^mani new lustre and grace. 

xni. 
He died on the scaffold, in front of those walls 

Where the blackness of rain is seen from afar ; 
And the gloom of its desolate aspect recals 

The blackest of Broghill's achievements in war t 



OUR OWN AGAIN 

BY THOaiAS DAVIS. 
I. 

Let the coward shrink aside, 

WeTl have our own again ; 
Let the brawling slave deride, 

Here's for our oi^-n again — 
Let the tyrant bribe and lie, 
March, threaten, fortify. 
Loose his lawyer and his spy, 

Yet well have our own again. 
Let him soothe in silken tone. 
Scold from a foreign throne; 
Let him come with bugles blown. 

We shall have our own again. 
Let us to our purpose bide, 

We'll have our o^wti again — 
Let the game be fairly tried, 

We 11 have our own ^gaiou 
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II. 

Send the ciy throughout the land, 

"Who's for our othi agahi?^ 
Summon all men to our band, 

Why not our own again ? 
Rich and poor, and old, and young, 
Sharp sword, and fiery tongue — 
Soul and sinew firm]y strung. 

All to get our own again. 
Brothers thrive by brotherhood — 
Trees in a stormy wood — 
Riches come from Nationhood — 

ShaVt we have our own agam ? 
Munster's woe is Ulster's bane ! 

Join for our own again — 
Tyrants rob as well as reign, 

Well hare o^i own again. 

m. 
Oft our fethers' hearts it stur'd, 

" Rise for our own agaui !" 
Often pass'd the signal word, 

" Strike for our own agam !" 
Rudely, rashly, and untaught. 
Uprose they, ere they ought, 
Failmg, though they nobly fought, 

Dying for their own again. 
Muid will rule and muscle yield. 
In senate, ship, and field — 
When Wve skill our strength to wield, 

Let us take our own again. 
By the slave, his chain is wrought, 

Strive for our own again. 
Thunder is less strong than thought, 

We'll have our own again. 
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IV. 

Cahn as granite to our foes, 

Stand for our o-vm again ; 
Till his wrath to madness grows, 

Firm for our own again. 
Bravely hope, and wisely wait, 
Toil, join, and educate ; 
l^Ian is master of his fate ; 

WeTl enjoy our own again. 
With a keen constrained thirst — 
Powder's calm ere it burst — 
Making ready for the worst. 

So well get our own again. 
Let us to our purpose bide, 

"Well have our own again. 
God is on the righteous side, 

Well have our own again. 



A PATRIOT'S HAUNTS. 

BY WILLIAM r. MULCHINECK. 

I LOVE the mountain rude and high, 
Its bare and barren majesty, 
And in its peopled solitude 
I love to stand in musing mood, 
And bring, by fancj''s magic power. 
Bright dreams to charm the passing hour 
To fill the green and heathy glen 
With hosts of stalwart lighting men, 
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With banners flaunting, fair, and free, 

Fit for a new Thennopylje ; 

And in the dark and narrow pass 

I place a young Leonidas. 

With joy I mark the phantom fight, 

And hear the shouts for native right ; 

And thus, until the shades of night 

Proclaim time's quick and restless flight, 

In fancy, freedom's wax I see, 

And tread a land by slaves made free. 

I love to mark the billows rise, 
And fling their spray into the skies — 
To mark the bold impetuous shock 
Thty deal upon the rugged rock ; 
Until, where'er its side they lave, 
Their power is shown in many a cave. 
I match the rock to tyranny. 
The waves to slaves and man made free , 
For know, 'twas unity like this 
That Greece put forth at Salamis ; 
And thus the Bomans, side by side. 
From Carthage tore her crest of pride ; 
And yet, where slaves are found, I ween 
New Fabii may still be seen, 
Whose hearts though bold enough, I trow. 
See not the fitting moment now — 
Can find not yet the unity 
That made the Doric children free, 
That made the haughty Samnite fly 
The anger of a Roman eye. 

Doubters ascend a mountain- height, 
With healthy pulse and sinew light — 
Cowards ! upon the foaming tide 
Cast you your glances, far and wide, 
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And, in the dark hill, say with me, 
'■ There's many a sure Thermopylfe, 
And o*er each bay*s profound ab^'ss. 
True hearts could make a SaUtmis.*' 



A HEALTH. 

BY J. D. FRAZBR. 
I. 

Hurrah I our feuds are dro'v\'ned at last} 

Hurrah ! let tyrants tremble ; 
The fronted foemen of the past 

In brotherhood assemble. 
Fill up — and with a lofty tongue 

As ever spoke from steeple. 
From shore to shore his health be rung — 

The leader of the people. 

n. 
In mighty triumphs, singly won, 

The nation has a token 
That mightier deeds will yet be dgne-^ 

The last strong fetter broken ; 
Smce hearts of nerve and hands of strength, 

Once banded to resist him. 
Unfurl his flag, and share at length 

The j,loiy to assist him. 

in. 
Up with the wine .from boss to brim, 

And be his voice the loudest, 
"Who rears, at risk of life or limb, 

Our covQtiy's flag the proudest. 
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" The leader of the people''— gnnd, 
Yet fliinple wisdom guide him I 

And glory to the men who stand. 
Like sheathed swords, beside him. 



ORANGE AND GREEN WILL CARRY THis DAY. 

BY THOMAS DAVIS. 

Air—" The Protestant Boys^ 

I. 

Ireland! rejoice, and England! deplore.- 

Faction and feud are passing away. 
'Tvvas a low voice, but 'tis a loud roar, 
" Orange and Green will carry the day." 

Orange! Orange! 

Green and Orange ! 
Pitted together in many a fray — 

lions in fight ! 

And llnk*d in their might, 
Orange and Green will cany the day. 

Orange! Orange! 

Gre^ and Orange ! 
Wave them together o'tir mountain and bay. 

Orange and Green ! 

Our King and our Queen! 
" Orange and Green will cany the day !" 

n. 

Rusty the swords our fathers unsheath'd— 
William and James are tum^ to clay — 

Long did we till the wrath they W[tteath'd; 
Red was the crop, and bitt» fb6 payl 
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Freedom fled us t 

Knaves misled us I 
Under the feet of the foemen -we lav— . 

Biches and strength 

Well win them at length, 
For Orange and Green will cany the day ! 

Landlords fool'd us ; 

England ruled us, 
Hounding our passions to make us their prey ; 

But, in their spite, 

The Irish " Unite," 
And Orange' and Green will carry the day ! 

ni. 
Fruitful our soil where honest men starve ; » 

Empty the mart, and shipless the bay ; 
Out of our want the OligarchB cBxve ; 
Foreigners fatten on our decay ! 

I>isunited, 

Therefore blighted, 
Ruined and rent by the Englishman's swny ; 

Party and creed 

For once have agreed — 
Orange and Green will carry the day ! 

Boyne's old water, 

Bed with slaughter ! 
Now is as pure as an infant at play ; 

So, in our souls, ^ 

Its history roUs, 
And v«ange and Green will carry the day I 

IV. 

English deceit can rule us no more. 

Bigots and knaves are scattered like Spray- 
Deep was the oath the Orangeman swore, 
\. ^* Orange and Green must carzy the day ** 



17$ THE SrmiT OF THE NATtOJI, 

Orange I Orange 1 
Bless the Orange 1 

Tories and Whigs grew pale with disuiay, 
"When, from the North, 
Burst the cry forth, 

" Orange and Green will carry the day ;* 
No surrender ! 
No Pretender ! 

Never to falter and never betray— 
"With an Amen, 
We swear it agwn, 

Orange and Green shall carry the day I 



A HIGHWAY FOR FKEEDOM. 

BY CLABENCB KANOAN. 

AiK— "J5(>yne Water:* 



I. 



* My suflfering country shall be freed. 

And shme with tenfold. glory T 
So spake the gallant Winkelreid, 

Kenowned in German story. 
" No tj-rant, even of kingly grade, 

Shall cross or darken my way !" 
Out fla«hed»his blade, and so he made 

For Frcedomts course a highway 1 

II. 
We want a man like this, tnth power 

To rouse the world by one word; 
We want a Chief to meet the houri 

And march the masses unward. 
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But chief or none, through blood and fire. 

My Fatherland lies iky Tvay ! 
The men must fight who dare desire 

For Freedom's course a highway ! 

in. 
Alas 1 I can but idly gaze 

Around in giief and wonder ; 
The People's will alone can raise 

The People's shout of thunder. 
Too long, my friends, you faint for fear. 

In secret crypt and bye-way ; 
At hut be Men I Stand forth, and clear 

For Freedom's course a highway ! 



Tou intersect wood, lea, and lawn; 

With roads for monster waggons, 
Wherein you speed like lightning, drawn 

By fiery iron dragons. 
So do I Such work is good, no doubt ; 

But why not seek some nigh way 
For Mmd as well ? Path also out 

For Freedom's course a highway! 

V. 

Tes ! up ! and let your weapons be 

Sharp steel and self-reliance I 
Why waste your burning energy 

In void and vain defiance. 
And phrases fierce but fugitive % 

Tls deeds, not words, that / weigh— 
Tour swords and guns alone can give 

To Freedom's oourso a highway t 

M 
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ADVANCE I 

nr D. p. M*0ABTI1Y. 

God bade the sun with golden etep Bnblimo 

Adyance 
He whispered in the listening ear of Time, 

Advance ! 
He bade the guiding spirits of the start 
With lightning speed, in silver shining caw, 
Along the bright floor of his azure hall, 

Advance ! 
Sun, stars, and time obey the voice, and all 

Advance I 
The river at its bubbling fountain cries, 

Advance ! 
The clouds proclaim, like heralds through the skies. 

Advance ! 
Tliroughout the world the mighty Master's Vaws 
Allow not one brief moment*s idle pause. 
l"he earth is full of life, the swelling seeds 

Advance ! 
The summer houi's, like flow'ry harnessed steeds. 

Advance I 
To man's most wondrous hand the same voice cried, 

Ad\ance ! 
Go draw the marble from its secret bed, 
Acd make the cedar bend its giant head ; 
Let domes and columns through the wondenng air 

Advance. ! 
The world, man 1 is thine. But would'st thou sharo-«i 

Advance ! 
Go, track the comet in its whcelip.g race, 
And drag the lightning from its hidiag place ; 
JTrom out the nl^ht of ignorance and tVars, 

Advance 1 



r 
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For I0Y6 and hope borne by the coming year*. 

Advance ) 
All heard, and some obeyed the great command, 

Advance I 
It passed along finom listening land to land- 
Advance ! 
The strong grew stroager and the weak grew stnmg^ 

As passed the -vvar-ciy of the world along 

AAvake ye nations, know your powoA and rightft^ 

Advance 1 
Through hope and work to freedom's new delights— 

Advance! 
Knowledge came down and waved his steady tordi, 

Advance { 
Sage» proclaim 'neatii many a maible pordi 

Advance ! 
As rapid lightnmg leaps from peak to peak. 
The Gaul, the Goth, the Roman, and the Greek, 
The painted Briton canght tbe winged word, 

Advance! 
^d earth grew yonng and carolled as a bird, 

Advance ! 
Oh, Inland! oh, my country! wilt thou not 

Advance ? 
Wilt thou not share the world's progressive lot ? 

Advance ! 
Must seasons change, and countless years roll on, 
And thou remain a darksome Ajalon ? 
And never see the crescent moon of hope 

Advance ! 
Tis time thine heart and eye liad wider scope — 

Ad van. ^p ! 
X)6cir brothers, wake ! look up ! be firm ! be strong ! 

Auvance l 
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From out the starless ui^ht of fraud and wrong 

AdvA,iv?A! 
Tlie chains have fell'n from off thy wasted hand<«, 
And every man a seeinmg freeman stands ; 
But ah ! 'tis in the soul that freedom dwdlsh— 

Advance * 
*it>claim that there thou wearest no manacles — 

Advance ! 
Advance ! thou must advance or perish now — 

Advance » 
Advance ! Why live with wasted heart and brow? 

Advance 1 
Advance ! or sink at once into the grave ; 
Be bravdy free or artfully a slave ! 
Why fret thy master, if thou must have one ? 

Advance 
Advance three steps, the glorious work is done — 

Advance 1 
The first is courage — *tis a giant stride ! 

Advance 
With bounding step up Freedom's rugged side ; 
Knowledge will lead ye to the dazzling heights ; 
Tolerance will teach and guard your brother's rights. 
Faint not ! for thee a pitying future waits — 

Advance ! 
Be wise, be just, with will as fixed as Fates* 

Adv»nc« 
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THE IBJSH ARMS BILL. 

BT WILLIAM DBENVAN. 
L 

Ht coontiy, alas 1 we may bluah for thee now, 
The brand of the slave broadly stamp'd on thy bnw 1 
Unarmed must thy sons and thy daughters await 
The Sassenach's lust or the Sassenagh's hate. 

II. 
Through the lisngth and the breadth of thy regions they 

roam; 
Many huts and some halls may be there — ^but no home ; 
Rape and Murder cry out, " let each door be Wibarr'd 1 
Deliver your arms, and then — stand on your guard !" 

IIL 

For England hath wakened ex length from her trance — 
She might knuckle- to Russia, and truckle to France — 
And, licking tlie dust from America's feet, 
Might vow she had ne*er tasted sugar so sweet 

rv. 
She could leave her slain thousands, her captives, in pawn, 
And Akhbar to lord it o*er Affghanistan, 
And firing the village or rifling the ground 
Of the poor murdered peasant — slink off like a hoonii 



^Vhat then? She can massacre wretched Chinese— > 
Can rob the Aiificcrs of their landi, if she please — 
And when Hanover ivTings from her duties not du^ 
RLe can still vent her wrath, enslav'd Erin, on you 
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fhns— but why, beloy'd land, longer sport witb thy duimet 
it my life could wipe ont the fool blot from thy fame^ 
How gladly for thee were this spirit outpoured 
On the scaffold, as free as by ebot or by sword I 

VII. 

Yet, oh! in £ur field, for one soldier-like blow, 
To fiUl in thy cause, or look fai for thy foe-r- 
To sleep on thy bosom, down-trodden, with thee, 
Or to wave in thy breeze the green flag of the free 1 

vm. 
fl^KYen. I to thmk of the thousands fax better than I, 
if ho for thee, sweetest mother, would joyfully die I 
Tben to redLon the insult — the rapine — the wraog^- 
How long, God of love I — ^God of battles 1— how long F 



MY QBAVB 

BT THOMAS DAYI8. 

Sball they bury me in the deep. 
Where Tvind-forgettmg waters sleep ? 
Shall they dig a grave for me 
Under the green-wood tree ? 
Or on the wild heath, 
Where the wilder breath 
Of the storm doth blow ? 
Oh, no ! oh, no I 

Shall they bnry me in the imlace tomlM^ 
" under the shade of cathedral domes ? 
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Sweet 'twere to lie on Italy's shore ; 
Yet not there — ^nor in Greecej though I love it more. 
In the wolf or the vulture my grave shall I find ? 
Shall my ashes career on the world-seeing wind ? 
Shall they fling my cori)se in the battle moimd, 
Where coflinless thousands lie under the ground ? 
Just as they fall they are buried so — 
Oh, no ! oh, no 

Kg ! on an Irish green hill-side, 
On an opening lawn— but not too wide ! 
For I love the drip of the wetted trees— < 
I love not the gales, bnt a gentle breeze, 
To freshen the turf_put no tombstone ther^ 
Bnt green sods decked with daisies faur, 
Nor sods too deep ; but so that the dew, 
The matted grass-roots may trickle througli. 
Be my epitaph writ on my coimtry's mind, 
" He served his country, and loved his kind" — 

Oh 1 'twere merry unto the grave to go, 
If one were sure to be buried so. 



THE VOW OF TIPPERARV. 

UT THOMAS DAVIS. 

Am— -" The Men ofTipperaryy^ 

I. 
Fbom Carrick streets to Shannon shore, 
From Sliabh na m-Banf to Ballindeary, 
From Longford Pass to Gaillte Mor, 
Come hear The Vow of Tipperary. 
* See p. CI. t Commonly written SlieyenamoB 
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IL 

Too long we fought for BHtam't < 
And of our blood were never chuj ; 
She paid na back with tyrant lavrs, 
And thinned The Homes of Tipperaiy. 

III. 
Too long, with rash and single arm, 
The peasant strove to guard his eyzie^ 
Till Irish blood bedewed each farm« 
And IreUnd wept for Tipperar}-. 

IV. 

But never more well lift a hand — 
We swear by God and Virgin Maiy I 
Except in war for Native Land, 
And Oai's The Vow of Tipperaiy I 



BNGLAND'S ULTIMATUM. 

" Repeal muBt not be argued with. Were the Union gall It mual 
be maintained. Ireland must have England as her sister, or her aa£ 
Jugatiix. Tlds Is our ultimatum."— r<m«. 



1. 
Slaves lie down and Idss your chainS| 

To the Union yield in quiet. 
Were it hemlock in your veins. 

Stand it must — we ©rofit by it. 
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U. 

English foot on Irish iieck, 

English gyve on Irish sinew, 
Ireland sway^ at England's beck — 

So it iS| and shall continue. 

III. 
English foot on Irish neck, 

Pine or rut, meanwhile, we care not. 
Little will we panse to reck 

How 70U writhe, while rise you dare not 

lY. 

Ai^ue with you ! — stoop to show 

Our dominions* just foundation 1 
Savage Cdts ! and dare you so 

Task the lords of half creation ? 

T. 

Argue I do not ask again, 

Proofs enough thero are to sway you, 
Three-and- twenty thousand men, 

Whom a word will loose to slay you. 

VL 

Store of arguments besides, 

In thdr time we will exhibit, 
Leaded thongs for rebel hides, 

Flammg thatdi, and burthen'd gibbet 

VIL 

Bid your fieithcrs tell how we 

Proved our rights in bygone seasons. 

Slaves I and sons of slaves ! — ^yoor knsa ~ 
Bow to sister England's reasons. 

Slxabh Cv\ ' • 
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FOKTENOT. 

BY THOMAS DAYIA. 
I. 

Thbige, at the huts of Fonteooy, the English ooiomn fluled 
And twice the lines of St. Antoin the Batch in vain assailed ; 
For town and dope were guarded with fort and artillery, 
And well they swept the English ranks, and Dutch auxiliary. 
Ab vainly, through De Barries wood, the British soldiers 

hurst — 
The Freuch artillery drove tS^^n hack, dinunished and dis- 



The bloody Duke of Cumberland beheld with anxious eye, 
And ordered up his last reserve, his latest chance to try. 
On Fontenoy, on Fontenoy, how fast his gen*rals ride ! 
And mustering come his chosen troops, like clouds at even- 
tide. 

u. 
Six thousand English veterans in stately column tread, 
Their cannon blaze In front and fliMiik, Losd Hay is at their 

head; 
Steady they step a-down the alope-Hstea^ they cUmb the 

hill; 
Steady they load — steady they fire, moving right onward 

still, 
Betwixt the wood and Fontenoy, as through a furnace blast. 
Through rampart, trench, and palisade^ and bullets showering 

{sat; 
And on the open plain above they rose, and kept their course, 
With ready fire and steadiness — ^that mocked at hostile force. 
Past Fontenoyi past Fontenoy, whUe thinner grow their 

rank»— 
They break, as broke the Zuyder Zee tUroiigh Holland'^ 
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IU> 

More idly than the sammer flies French tiraillears rush rouii 1 ; 
Ab stubble to the lava tide, French squadrons strew the 

ground; 
Bomb-shell, and grape, and round-shot tore, stiU on they 

inarched and fired — 
Fast from each Tolley grenadier and voltigner retired. 
*' Push on, mj household cavaliy," King Louis madly cried: 
To death they rush, but rude their shock— not un^vengec} 

they died. 
On through the ^amp the column trod — King Loius tunis 

}y\^ rein : 
"Not yet, my li^e," Saxe interposed, "the Irish troops re- 



And Fontenoy, £Euned Fontenoy, had been a Waterloo, 
Were not these exiles ready then, fresh, vehement, and true. 

IV. 

* Lord Clare," he says, " you have your wish, there are your 

Saxon foes,** 
The Marshal almost smiles to see, so furiously ne goes 1 
How fierce the look these exiles wear, who're wont to be so 

gay. 
The treasured wrongs of fifty years are in their hearts to-day, 
Ihe treaty broken, ere the Ink wherewith 'twas writ could 

dry, 
Iheur plundered homes, their ruined shrines, their women's 

parting cry. 
Their priesthood hunted down like wolves, their country 

overthrown — 
Each looks as if revenge for all rested on him alone. 
On Fontenoy, on Fontenoy, nor ever yet elsewherei, 
fiuslied on to fight a noblei* band than these proud exilof 

were. 



188 rilE SPIRIT OF THE HATIOif. 



O'Brien's voice is hoarse with joy, as, halting, he commands, 
**Fixbay'nets" — "charge.'' like momitain storm rush ou 

these fiery bonds ! 
Thin is the English column now, and fiiint thdr volleys grow 
Yet, must'ring all the strength they have, they make a gal 

lant ahow. 
They dress their ranks upon the hill to face that battle- wind — 
Their bayonets the breakers' foam; like rocks, the men 

behind! 
One volley crashes from their line, when, through the surgiiv^ 

smoke, 
With empty gmis clutched in their hands, the headlong Li^ 

broke. 
On Foutenoy, on Fontenoy, hark to that fierce hnzzah, 
" Revenge ! remember Limerick ! dash down the Sassenach 



Like lions leaping at a fold, when mad with hunger's pong. 
Right up against the English line the L*ish exiles sprang. 
Bright was their steel, 'tis bluody now, their guns are filled 

with gore ; 
Through shattered ranks, and severed files, and trampled 

flags they tore. 
The English strove wth desp'rate strength, paused, rallied, 

staggered, fied — 
The green hill side is matted close with dying and with dead. 
Across the plain, and fiur away passed on that hideous wrack, 
While cavalier and ftrntassin dash in upon their track. 
On Fontenoy, on Fontenoy, like eagles in the sun. 
With bloody plumes the liiak stand— the field is fought and 

won! 
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OUR COURSB. 

BT J. D. FBAZSB. 
I. 

We look*d for guidance to the hUndt 

We sued for comisel to the dumb ! 
Fling the vain fancy to the wind — 

Their hour is past, and ours is come; 
They gave, in that propitious liour, 

Nor kindly look, nor gracious tone ; 
But heaven has not denied us power 

To do their duty, and our own. 

II. 
And is It true, that tyrants throw 

Their shafts among us, steeped in galt{ 
And every arrow, swift or slow, 

Points foremost still, ascent or falL 
Still sure to wound us, tho' the aim 

Seem ta'en remotely, or amiss ? 
And men with spirits fed no shame 

To brook so dark a doom as this! 

III. 
Alas ! the nobles of the land 

Aie like our long-deserted luJls-, 
No living voices, clear and grand, 

Respond when foe or freedom calls 
But ever and anon ascends 

Low moaning, when the tempeet roUaf 
A tone, that desolation lends 

Some crevice of their ruined souls. 

r ^ 
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IV. 

So be it — ^yet shall we prolong 

Our prayera, Avhen deeds would serve <mr ueed'y 
Or wait for woes, the Kwift and strong 

Can ward by strength or 'scape by speed f 
The vilest of the vile of earth 

Were nobler than our proud array, 
1^ suffering bondage from our birth, 

We will not burst it when we may ! 

V. 

And has the bondage not been borne 

Till all our softer nature fled — 
Till tyranny's dark tide had worn. 

Down to the stubborn rock its bed? 
But if the current, cold and deep, 

That channel through all time ftia^ 
At worst, by heaven I it shall not sweep 

Unruffled o'er our hearts again. 

VI. 

Up for the land— 'tis ours — ^'tSa owft— 

The proud man's sympathies are aU 
Like silvery clouds, whose £aithless showvn 

Come froz'n to hailstones in their fall. 
Our freedom and the sea-bird's food 

Are hid beneaih deep ocean waves 
And who should search and mund the flctodi 

If not the sea-birds and the rtaves? 
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THE VICTOR'S BURIAL. 

BT THOMAS DAVM. 
I. 

VTbap him in his banner, the best shroud of the brave — 
Wrap him in his onchu,* and take him to his grave — 
Lay him not down lowly, like bnlwaik oVerthrowr, 
But, gaDantly upstanding, as if ris*n from his throne, 
With his craiseachf in his hand, and his sword on lus thigh, 
With his war-belt on his waist, and his catkbarrX on high — 
Put his Jleasff^ upon his neck — ^his green flag round him Ibid, 
Like ivy round a castle wall — not conquered, but grown 
old— 
Wirasthruel OIi, Wirasthrue ! Oh I Wuasthrue! ochonel 
Weep for him ! Oh I weep for him, but remember, in your 
moan, 
That he died, in his pride. 
With hii foes about him strown. 

II. 
, Oh! shrine him in Beinn-Edair|| with his face towards the 

foe. 
As an emblem that not death our defiance car. ^ay low-— 
Let him look across the waves from the promontory's breast, 
To menace back the East, and to sentinel the West ; 
Sooner shall these channel waves the iron coast cut through, 
Than the spirit he has left, yield, Kasterlings I to you — 
Let his coffin be the hill, let the eagles of the sea 
Chorus with the surges round, the tuv^eamh^ of the free 1 
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Wiriwthrue! Oh! Wirasthroe! Oh, TTirasthrue! ochoncl 
\Vee,> for him I Oh I weep for him, but remember in your 
moan, 

Tliat he died, in his pride. 

With his foes abt^ut Imn strown 1 



BROTHERS, ARISE! 

BY GEOROE PHILLIPS. 

[TuK subjoined address was written to the Irish Nationalists daring 
tlie Monster Meetings of 1848, by one of the English Puseyltea. and 
may be fairly taken to represent the sentiments of many of that gi eat 
party. They cannot but sympathise with a people not only oppressed 
for conscience sake, but for opinions differing little Arom their own ; 
and it is natural that the 8>Tnpathy of the young and earnest should 
exhibit the bold and emphatic spirit which breathes through thia 
poem:—] 

I. 

Brothers,' arise I the hour has come 

To strike tlie blow for truth and God ; 
Why sit ye folded up and dumb — 

Why bending kiss the t>Tant's rod ' 
Is there no hope upon the earth — 

No charter in the starry sky ? 
Has freedom no ennobling worth ? 

And man no immortality ? 

n. 
Ah, brothers I think ye what ye are ! 

What glorious work ye ha\e to do ! 
And how they wait ye near and far 

To do the same the wide world through. 
The wide world sunk in dreams and death, 

With guilt and wrong upon its breast, 
Like night-mares choking up its breath, 

Azd Ainiidcfins' all its hdy rest t 
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III. 

Bethink ye, how with heart and bruin 

Thifl God-liJce work were ablest done ; 
For man must ne^er go back agidn 

And lose the triumphs he has won. 
Ve who have spumed the tyrant^s power^ 

And fought your own great spirits fx^ 
Torgct not in this trying hour 

The claims of struggling slavery ! 

IV. 

Hie wise and good . oh, where are they 

To guide us onward to the Right, 
Untruth and specious lies to (day. 

And red oppression in its might f 
Come forth, my brothers, on witli uft«* 

Direct the battle we would give ; 
By thousands we would die — if thus 

The millions yet unborn may live. 

V. 

For what is death to him who dies 

With God's own blessing on his head t 
A charter — ^not a sacrifice—. 

A life immortal to the dead. 
And life itself is only great 

When man devotes himself to be, 
J^ y virtue, thought, and deed, the mate " 

Of God's own children and the free. 

VI. 

Audare wefiree? Oh! blot and shamb t 

That men who for a thousand years 
Hav^ battled on through fire and flame, 

Ai:d nourishr' with theu* blood and tfltft«t^ 
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Religion — Freedom — CSvil Rigbt — • 
Should tamely suffer traitor hands 

To dash them into gloom and night, 
jind bind fbeir very €rod with baadk 

vii- 
And win ye hear, my brother meo, 

To see yoar altars trampled down ; 
Shall Christ's great heart bleed out agala 

Beneath the seoffer^s spear snd ftowaf 
SbftQ priests proclaim that God is not, 

And from the Devil's gospel teach 
Those worldly doetrines, imforgot, 

Which burning tyrants loved to preaekf 

viir. 
Sindl ttttitors to the human right, 

To God and truth, have boundless sway, 
And ye not rush into the fight 

And ^Tench the saered cross away, 
And tear the scrolls of freedom, bought 

With blood of martyrs and the brave^ 
From men who with derisive sport 

Defy you on the martyr's ^ave ? 

IX. . 

Ah I no! — ^nprusfaing — ^million-strong, 

The trodden people come at last — • 
Their fiery souls, pent up so long, 

Burst out in flames all thick and fait 
And thunder-words and lightning-doedi 

Strike terror to the Wrong, who flce^ 
Till, lo I at last the ^vronger bleeds, 

And dying, leaves the cation £re«k 
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WHAT'S MY THOUGHT I.IKE? 

BY JOHN 0*CONNELL, M.P, 

* What's my thought like ? 
" How Is it like ? &c. 
" Wliat would you do with it ?" 

Nurs^xy Gamt 

U 
What's my Ihonght like? — What's my thought like? 
— Like a column tumbled down — 
Ttt noble shaft and capital with moss and weeds o'ergrown ! 
How is my thought so like unto a column thns laid low? 
Because your thought is Ireland now — laid prostrate; — even so I 
What with it would you do? — oh, say — what with it would 

you do ? 
Upraise it from the earth again, aloft to mankind's view ! 
A sign unto all those that mourn, throughout earth's va^/ 

domain, 
That Heaven rewards the patient, and will make them jo/ 
again. 

n. 
What's my thought like ?— What's my thought like ? 
— Like a gallant ship on shoro, 
Dismasted all and helpless now, amid the breakers' roar ! 
Her crew, so faithful once to her, each seeking plank and. 

spar. 
To 'scape from her and safety find, upon the land afar. 
How is my thought like such poor ship in peril and distress ? 
Because your thought is Ireland now^ whose peril is no less ' 
\l hat with it would you da? — oh, say — what with it would 

you do ? 
Like to some few but faithful hearts, among 1* Teasel's 

crew — 
Stand by her to the last I would ! and die if so decreed. 
Ere man bhculd dpre to say to me, You /ailed her at heruoeS^ 
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III. 

^Vllat•d my thju^lit like?— Wiiat's my thought like? 
— Like a land by Nature bless'd 
Beyond most other lands on earth — and yet the most dis- 

tress'd : 
A teeming soil — abounding streams — wide havens — ^genial 

air — 
And yet a people ever plunged in suffering and care! 
Eight millions of a noble race — ^high-minded, pure, and good- 
Kept subject to a petty gang — ^a miserable brood I 
Strong but in England's constant hate, and help to keep ua 

down, 
And blast the smiles of Nature fair, with man's unholy frown ! 
How is it like my thought again?— How is it like my 

thought ? 
B^ofise your thougJU is IrelandTs 3o(f—aind even thus her lot! 

IV. 

What Vf^A it would you do, again ? — what with it woul J 

do? 
|V"ork even to the death I would, to rive her chain in two ! 
To help her 'gainst unnatural sons, and foreign foemen\s 

rage. 
And all her hapless People's woes and bitter griefs assuage . 
Bid them be happy now, at length, in this their rescued land - 
lliat land no longer marked and cursed with slav'ry 'a wither- 
ing brand : 
No longer Slave to England ! — ^but her Sister, if she will- 
Prompt to give friendly aid at n§ed, and to forget all ill ! 
But holding liigh her head, and with sereneat brow 
C aiming, arnid Earth's nations all, her fitting station now I 
'^His ifi my thought — it is your thought. 

— If thus each Irish heart 
Will only KiJnk, and purpose thus, henceforth, to act its part 
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faW soon their huuest boo^t shall be— that she was made by 

them 
Great Glorious, Free'. — the Earth's first Flower! 

-~Th9 Ocean's brigiitest Gom f 



STE^^Or. 

BY R. D. WILLIAMS. 



»*Coarage— yonr most necessary virtue -oouslsts not in bllod re- 
•latance^ but in knoyf'mf^ wliea tQ furt^ear."— Tub Natiov, /itiMl/, 



Steady ! Host of Freedom, steady ! 
Ponder, gather, watch, mature : 

'Tranquil be, though ever ready- 
Prompt to act — and to endure. 

II. 
Aimless, rage you not, insanely. 

Like a maniac with his Cfh a' n , 
Struggling madly, therefore vainly. 

And lapnng back to bonds again. 

IIL 

But, observe, the clouds o'er Keeper 
Long collect their awful ire — 

Long they swell more dark and deeiMr 
When the^ burst all hcavw'» '»n flrv 



IDS lilK sriKlT OF TBB NATlOiT. 

ly. 
Freedom's bark to port is runnings 

^Uit beware the lurking shelves; 
And would ^ou conquer tyrants' cunmn|b 

brethren, conquer first youraelvea. 

V. 

Though thy cheek insulted burn — 
Though they call thee coward-slave— 

Scoff nor blow shalt thou return : 
Trust me, this ifi more than brave. 



Fortitude hath slwickles riven. 
More than spear or flashing gun ; 

Freedom, like the thrones of heaven, 
Is by Sttff'ring \Trtue won. 



Tliough thy brother stiU deride thee, 
Yield thou love for foolish hate : 

He'll, perhaps, ere long, beside thee, 
I'roudly, boldly, share thy fate. 

^^JI. 
Steady ! steady ! ranks cf Freedom, 

Pure and holy are our bands ; 
Heaven approves, and angels lead thenw 

For truth and justice are our braii^ * 
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THE FlRESIDt?:. 

BY V. F. H^ABTBT. 
I. 

I DATE tasted all life's pleasaMa— I have snatdted at all itii 

joys— 
The dance's merry measures, and the reveVs festive noise ; 
Though wit flash'd bri£;ht the live-long night, and flowed tht 

ruby tide, 
I sighed for thee — I sighed for thee, my own fireside! 



lu iMyhood's dreams I wandered far, across the ocean's breast, 
lu search of some bright earthly star — some happy isle of 

rest; 
I little thought the bliss I sought, in roaming far and wide, ^ 
Was sweetly centred a'l in thee— my own fireside 1 



IIow sweet to turn at evening's close from all our cares away, 
And end, in calm serene repose, the swiftly passing day ! 
The pleasant books, the smiling looks of sister or of bride, 
AH fairy ground doth make around one's own fireside ! 

TV. 

••My lord" would never condescend to honour my pes:? 

hearth; 
** His grace" would scorn a host or friend of mere plebehii 

birth; 
And yet the lords of human kind whom man has deified 
For evtf meet in converse sweet around my fireside I 
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The poet sings his deathless soiigs, the sage his lore repeatn, 
The patriot tells his conntry^s wrongs, the chief his watUko 

feats; 
Though fai away may he their clay, and gone their earthly 

pride, 
Each godlike mind in books enshrined still haunts my fireside. 

VI. 

Oh ! let me glance a moment through the coming crowd of 

years — 
Theur triumphs or their failiures — their sunshine or their tears — 
How poor or great may be my fate, I care not what betide. 
So peace and love but hallow theo, my own fireside. 

VII. 

Still let me hold the vision close, and closer to my sight , 
Still — still in hopes elysian, let my spirit wing its flight ; 
Still let me dream, lifb's shadowy stream may yield from o«l 

its tide, 
A mind tt rest — a tranquil breast — a quiet fireside : 



O'DONNELL A 3 U. 
A.D. 1697. 

BT M. J. m'CANN. 



Pboudly the note of the trumpet is sounding, 
Loudly the war-cries arise on the gale, 

Fleetly the steed by Loc Suilig* is bounding 
To join the thick squadrons in Saimear's green ""^te. 

JUcngl. Sw»l'*y. 
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On, every mountaineer, 

Strangers to flight and fear ; 
Rush to the Btanoard of dauntless Red Hugh !* 

Bonnought and Gallowglassf 

Throng from each mountain-pass ! 
Ou for old Erin — O^Donnell at)u I 

1^ 
Princely 0*Neil to our aid is advancing 

With many a chieftain and warrior-clan ; 
A thousand proii^d steeds in his vanguard are prancing, 
'Neath the borderers brave from the banks of the Bann :— • 
Many a heart shall quail 
Under its coat of mail ; 
Deeply the n^erciless foeman shall rue, 
When on his ear shall ring, 
Borne on the breeze*s wing, 
Tirconnell*8 dread war-cry — 0*Domiell aba I 

HI. 

Wildly o*cr Desmond ih9 war-wulf is howling^ 

Fearless the eagle sweeps over the plaii., 
'llie fox in the streets of the city is prowling — 

All, all who would scare them are banished or slain t 
Grasp, every stalwart hand. 
Hackbut and bft^tle-bfapd — 
Pay them all back the deep debt so long due : 
Norris and CtiiTord well 
Can of Tir-Conaill tell^ 
Onward to glory — O'Donnell aba. 



* Tlie famous Red Hugh O'Doiinell, who aided O'Nell in deleatinf 
t*ii oes^ generals and mo:tt brilliaat armiei pf ^Uaabetht 

t See Note page IL 
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IV. 

Sacrcil tUe cause that Clann-Conaill's defending— 

Th altars we kneel at and homes of our sires; 
^thless the ruin the foe is extending — 
^dnight is red with the plunderer's fires 1 
On with O^Domnall, then, 
Fight the old fight again, 
Bons of TirConaill all valiant and triie ! 
Make the false Saxon feel 
£rin*8 avenging steell 
jBtrike for your country l^O'Donnell aim ! 



FILL HIGH TO-NIGHT. 

BY WILLIAM JdULCHINOCC 
I* 

Fill high to-niglit, in our halls of light 

The toast on our lips ahall be — 
* The sinewy hand, the glittering brani, 
Our homes and our altars free." 

U. 

Tliough the coward pale, like tiie glrf maf waili 

And sleep in his chauis for yean, 
The sound of our mirth shall pass OKVr tfiirfh 

With balm lor a nation's teaxs. 



J^ curse for the cold, a cup for the bold, 

A smile for the girls we love ; 
And for him whoM bleed, in his country's meed, 

A home i^ the 8l4as above. 
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IV. 

We have asked the page of a foiTncr 'i^a 

YoT hope aecjure apd bdgbt, 
Ajid the spell it gave to the atnc^ken eUi/«) 

Was in one strong word — " Unite." 

V. 

Though the wkid ho^l free o er a simple trap 

Till it bends beneath its frown — 
For many a day it will howl aw6. 

Ere a foijest be Sicken dowp. 

yi. 
By the martyr 'd dead, who for freedom bled!, 

]>y all that man deems divine, 
Our patriot band for a sainted land 

^ike b^Dthers shall all combine. 

\TT. 

llien fill to-night, in our halls of light, 

Tlie toast on our lips must be — 
-' The sinewy hand, the glittering brand, 

Our homes a^id ojir ultars free." 



THE SLAVES BILL. 

BY WILLIA3I DREKVAlf, 
L 

^T£, brand oar arms, nor them alon^i^ 
But brand onr brows ; degraded noc^ 

Ob, how a fear con England own 
Of men wIk/ cannot feel disgrace? 
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ikfeii ! Are we men ? We talk as such, 
Heav'ns, how we talk I but — vain abr nw m 

Nought masculine endures so much, 
Then brand our brows 09 well as ar^ipl 

a. 

This brand is not an ugly thing — 

May seem an ornament, indeed ; 
The shame to some would be the sting, 

But not to slaves who dare not bleed ! 
Six hundred weary years have pass'd, 

And which, without some newer harm* 
from Dear Old England ! This, the last, 

laUUan imuU — ^brafid our arms ! 

in. 
Tes, brand our language, faith, and name ! 

Black, down Time*jB river let them roll ; 
Let Ejriu he a word of shame, 

And bum }ta jxiejpa*Ty from my soul ! 
Oh ! ]lspn, Erin 1 — ^never more 

That darling na^ 1^ me repeat ! 
If such the sons my mother bore, 

West-Britain were a sound as 3\vcet 

IV. 

Aye, brand us all ! yet still we crave 
A pittance at our master's door : 

Then leave the wealthy Irish slave 
His bottle, dub, and paramour ; 

An4 leave the wretched serf hJQ wife 

Tou may, (she has not many pharmi,) 

Potatoes, and his paltry life ; 
Bu^, leave us uot^wcV branded armaf 
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U. 

Bfad as yu aro, who reckless dam 

To mock the spirit God hath glwfl^ * ^ 

Pause, ere je drive ua in despair 

To its appeal — ^from man to {leayen I ^.,; 

From calmer eyes the fiiries glare, "^ 

And colder bosoms vengeance warms, 
Till fage finds weapons, ev'rywhere, 

For Natm%*8 two nnbtanded arms ! 



THE LAMENT OF GkAINNE MAOU* 

BT HUGH IIARKnr. 

r. 

John Bull was a hodach^ as rich as a Jew — 
As griping, as grinding^ as conscienceless too ; 
A wheedler, a shuffler, a rogue hy wholesale^ 
And It swindler moreover, says GRAINNE MAOL 

u, 
John Bun was a banker, both pursy and fat, 
With gold in his pockets, and plenty of that ; 
And he tempted his ffeighbours to sell their entafl — 
*Tls by schentnig he prospers, says ORAINNE MAOLf 

ni. 
John Bull was a fkrmer, with cottiers galore — 
Stout '* chawbacons"* once, that like bullocks could roar; 
Hard work and low wages and Peel's sliding scale^ 
Have bothered their courage, says GRAINNE MAOLf 

• Vnlgany written but rightly pronowwed " Onuia WaiL* 
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IV 

* *hn Bull was a bruiser so sturdy aud ^tontf 

A. boisterous bully — at bottom a dout — 

For when you squared op he was apt to tnm tail — 

Bbotheb Joxatjian lashed him, says GRAI}fNE UAOlti 

V. 

John BiJl was a merchant and many his ships, 
flis harbours, his dock-yards, and big building slips ; 
And the ocean he claimed as his rightful entail — 
MoKsiEUB Parley-yous bars that^ says GRAINNE MA L 

John Bull had dependencies, many and great — 
Fme, fertile and fiit — every one an estate 
But he pilfered and plundered wholesale and retail^ 
There's Canada, sign*s on it, says GRAINNE MAOLl 

rtt» 
John Bull was a Saint m the Western dime. 
Stood fast for the truths of the Gospel sublime, 
Vowed no other fkith 4n the end could avail ; 
Is't .The Juooherxaut Cilvmpion? says GRAtNNS 
MAOLl 

vni. 
John Bull had a sister so Cur to be seen. 
With a bluflh like a rose, and a mantle of green, 
And a soft swelling bosom! — On hill or m dale, 
Oh, where could you feUow sweet GRATNNE MAOL! 

And John lovea hia sister without e*er a flam, 

Like the fox and the pullet, the wolf and the lamb ; 

So he paid her a visit — but mark her bewail, 

Mt TmjE Deed's vanishad! says GRAINNE yfAOLI 
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ilien he nunniaged ber commerce and ravaged her plaLia: 
Razed her churches and castles ; her children in clialud, 
With pitch-caps, triangles, and gibbets wholesale, 
Betokened John's love to poor GRAINNE MAOLI 

XT. 

But one of her children more bould than the rest, 
Took it into his head for to make a request I 
Our rights, Uncle John! Else — our flag on the gale! 
*♦ FaU he got an instalment," says GRAINNE MA OL 

ZII. 

And now he is at the Quid Growler again, 
With his logic, and law, KoA^-^ree milUons of men / 
And nothing will plaise him, just now, but Repalb 
" Mo seact n-anam astig tu,""* says GRAINNE MAOL, 

Mm, 

But, shouKl John turn gruff, and det&M the demand, 
What means of success may be at our command ; 
Although he be humbled, and now getting frail? 
aiy "Nation'* will teU yon, says GRaINNE MAOL f 



(" NATION^ LOQUITUR,) 
** If stubborn and wilful, he still should refuse 
To hear our just daims, or submit to our view.^ 
And rssolve, in his folly, to hold the "Entail," 
Well *ic* Am ZVimftor/iw," for GRAINNE MAOL ' 



* ** Seren times as dear as tbe soul wtthio maS 
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LOVE'S LONGINGSI 

BT THOMAS DATU. 

X. 

To the conqueror his crownings 

First freedom to the slave. 
And air nnto the drowning 

Sunk in the ooean*s wave — 
And succour to the faithful, 

Who fight their flag above, 
Are sweet, but far less grateful 

Than were my lady'a love. 



I know I am not wortfa^r 

Of one so young and bright ,* 
And yeji I would do for thee' 

Far more than others might ; 
I cannot give yon pomp or gok^ 

If you should be my wife. 
Bat I can give you love untold, 

And true in death or life. 



Methinks that there are passioifs 

Within that heaving breast 
To scorn thdr heartless fashions, 

And wed whom you love besL 
Methinks you would be prouder 

As the struggling patriot's brids^ 
Than if rank your home should crowd, ( 

Gold riches rounn you glide. 



TtTE SIMIIIT OF THK X.\T£l\iS. 203 

IV. 

Oh ! th3 watcher longs fur moraing, 

And the infant cries for h'glit, 
And the saint for heaven*% wamiogi 

And the vanquished pray for might; 
But their prayer when lowest kneeling, 

And their suppliance most true^ 
Are cold to the appealing 

Of this longing heart to you. 



PAST AND PRESENT. 

** Where are the monster meethiga,' the myriads of Tara 
HoUsghmast r ^Engliih Press passim, 

I. 

Where are the marshalled hosts that, met 

Last year the Island over ? 
Here are they calm, but ready yet, 

Like warriors couched in cover 
With zeal as ardent, rage as deep, 

As bitter wrongs to feed them ; 
As stalwart limbs — let fools go sleepy 

And dream of stifled freedom. 

n. 
A lull—the tempest lulls, and then 

The blast the forest scatters : 
The thunder i)eals are stilled — again 

The bolt the turret shatters ; 
And low the brandished hatchet sings 

For mightier stroke upUfted ; 
Eound — round it swings, then down it rings, 

And tougliest bloc^is are rifted. 



N 
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III. 

There is a sullen nnder-huiR 

Will swell to a tornado ; 
A day shall come will render dumb 

Our English lords* bravado — 
When Trish parties, hand iti hand. 

And shoulder up to sbouldtr, 
Shall take their stand on Irish land, 

Knd bnricd feuds shall mould'°r 

IV. 

Vilio chafes or falters at delay, 

Faint-hearted and short-seeing? 
What is it all?-^a winter's day, 

*Mid ages of ill-being ; 
Ah ! thus our fathers were undone | 

They sicktoed and seceded-^ 
Had they but battled constant on, 

Our battle were not necdg4« 

y. 

God knows his times — one thing know m^ 

Our Uls, and what will end them, 
That these our fetters loosed must N», 

Or should we file, or rend tliem ? 
Shall we sit looking at our gyves, 

WTio talked so loud a year hence ? 
Shall we who frankly staked our /im«, 

Grudge earnest perseverance ? 

VI. 

Well hoard our might and gather mor<^ 
We'H draw our brothers nigh us — 

Well give oiu- minds, from wisdom's siorUi 
A firmer, manlier bias— 
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Well rouse the nation near and fxr^ 

From Rathlin to Cean-mara, 
Then show them where the masses are 

Of Mullaighmast and Tara. 

Sl.lABH CUILIJOI 



THE ARllS OF ElGHtY-TWO. 

Bt M. J. BABBT. 
I. 

Thet rose to guard their fatherland— 

In stem resolve they rose — 
In bearing firm, in purpose grand — 

To meet the world as foes. 
They rose as brave men ever do; 
And, flashing bright^ 
They bore to light 
The Arms of " Eighty-two »" 

ir. 
Oh \ 'twas a proud and solemn sigh* 

To mark that broad array, 
Come forth to claim a nation s right 

'Gaixist all who dared gainsay , 
And despots shrank, appall'd to view 
The men who bore 
From shore to shore, 
Tlie Arms of " Eighty- two I" 

ni. 
They won her right — they passed away- 

Within the tomb they rest — 
And coldly lies the mournful clay 

Above each manly breast ; 
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But Ireland still may proudly vlow 

What that gr«at host 

Had cherbhed most— 
The Arms of " Eighty-two «'»• 

IV. 

Time-honoured comrades of the hrav*— 

Fond relics of their fame, 
Does Ireland hold one coward slave 

Would yield you up to shame ? 
One dastard who would tamely view 
The alien^s hand 
Insulting brand 
The Arms of " Eighty -two?* 



THE WEXFORD MASSACiOL 
1649 

BT M. J. BARRT. 
T. 

They knelt around the Cross divine^ 

The matron and the maid — 
They bow*d before redemption's sign, 

And fervently they prayed — 
Three hundred fiiir and hel|^e8B onea^ 

Whose crime was this alone— 
Their valiant husbands, sires, and soiu^ 

Had battled for their own. 

II. 
Had battled bravely, but in Tsin— 

The Saxon won the fight, 
And Irisli corses atroxred the plain 
Where Voloor slept /ith Right. 
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And now, that Man of demon gtiUt, 

To fated Wexford flew— 
The red blood reeking on his hiit, 

Of hdirts to Erin true ! 

m. 

He found them there — tlie young, the old-^ 

The maiden and the wifis ; 
Their guardian Brave in death weve eoldy 

Who dared for them the strife. 
They prayed for meicy — God on high I 

Before thp cross they prayed, 
And ruthless Cromwell bade them die 

To glut the Sa±on bkde ! 

IV. 

Three htmdred fell — the stifled prayer 

Was quenched in woqian^s blood ; 
Kor yonth nor age cotild move to spare 

From slaughter's crimson flood, 
fiut nations ke^ a stem account 

Of deeds that tyrants do ; 
And guiltless blood to Heaven will moutt* 

And Heaven avenge it, too ! 



THE ANTI-IRISH IRISHMAN. 

BY HUGH HARKAK 

i. 
Froii polar seas to torrid dimes, 

Where'er the trace of man is found, 
What common feeling marks our kind, 

i\rd sanctifies each i^t of ground? 
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What vhtiie iii the human heart 
The proudest tribute can command? 

The dearest, purest, holiest, best. 
The lasting love o/* Fatherband I 



Then who^a the Tnretch that basely spuroD 

Tht ties of country, kindred, frlcxids — 
That barters eveiy nobler aim 

For sordid views — for private ends ? 
One slave alone on earth youll find 

Through Nature*s univeiBal span^ 
So lost to virtue, dead to shame — 

The anti* Irish Irishman. 

irr. 
Our Aelds Kt*i feHilc, rich our fl6od«, 

Our mountains bold, majestic, grsind ; 
Our air Is balm, and every breeze 

Wings health atoimd our native land. 
But who despises all her charms, 

And mocks her gifts wherever he can ? 
Why, he, the Norman's sneaking slave, 

The anti-Irish Irishmifli. 



The l^Torman — spawn of fraud and g^tjle 

Ambitious sought our peaccfid shore, 
And, leagued with native guilt, despoiledi 

And deluged £rin*s fields with gore 1 
Who gave the foeman footing here ? 

Wliat wretch nhholy led her ran ? 
The proiotype of modefn slavey' 

An anti-Irish Irishman I 
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For ages rapine ruled our plains 

And slaughter raised " his red nghl hand," 
And virgins shrieked ! — and roof- trees blas'd ! 

And desolation swept the land I 
And who would not those ills arrest, 

Or aid the patriotic plan 
To burst his country^s galling chains ? 

The anti-Irish Irishman. 



But noT^r too great fqr fetters grown^ 

Tpo proud to bend a slavish knee, 
Loved Erin mocks the tyrant's thrall, 

And firmly vows sh^ shall be free I 
Tat mark yon treacherous stealthy knave 

That bends beneath his country's ban j 
l/ii infiimy eternal brand 

That anti- Irish Iri^^hmao, 
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